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PREFACE. 



In offering tp the attention of the public, two vo- 
lumes on the poetry of life, some apology seems ne- 
cessary for prefixing to my book a title of such inde- 
finite signification. If poetry be understood to mean 
mere versification, and life mere vitality, it would be 
difficult indeed to establish their connexion with each 
other. The design of the present work is to treat of 
poetic feeling, rather than poetry; and this feeling I 
have endeavoured to describe as the great connecting 
link between our intellects and our affections; while 
the customs of society, as well as the license of mo- 
dern literature, afford me sufficient authority for the 
use of the word life in its widely extended sense, as 
comprehending all the functions, attributes, and ca- 
pabilities peculiar to sentient beings. 

Whatever may be the opinion of the public re- 
specting the manner in which my task has been exe- 
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cuted^ the enjoyment it has afforded to the writer, in 
being the means of a renewed acquaintance with the 
principles of intellectual happiness, is already in pos- 
session; and I have only to wish that the reader may 
be induced to seek the same enjoyment, in a more 
spiritual intercourse with nature, and a more pro- 
found admiration of the beauty and harmony of the 
creation. 
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POETRY OF LIFE. 



CHARACTERISTICS OF POETRY. 

That the quality of modem Poetry is a subject of 
general complaint with those who would purchase — 
that the price affixed to it by the judgment of the 
public is equally complained of by those who would 
sell — in short, that Poetry is at present " a drug in 
the market," is a phrase too hackneyed, too vulgar* 
and too frequently assented to, to need repetition 
here ; except as an established fact, the nature, cause, 
and consequence of which, I propose endeavouring to 
point out in the following pages. 

Wherever a taste for Poetry exists, there will be a 
desire to read as well as to write ;. to receive as well 
as to impart that enjoyment which poetic feeling at 
fbrdst In other cases of marketable produce, the 
supply is found to keep pace with the demand, ex-* 
cept when physical causes operate against it. If the 
poets of the present day have " written themselves 
out," as the common and unmeaning expression is, 
what, with a rapidly increasing population, should 
binder the springing up of fresh poets to delight the 
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woridT The fact is, that most of the living poefs 
have hetaken themselves to Prose as a more lucra- 
tive employment, thus proving, that the taste for Poe- 
try is lamentably decreasing in the public mind; and 
while on one hand, genius is weeping over her har- 
vest " whitening in Uie sun," without hope of profit 
to repay the toil of gathering in the golden store ; oa 
the other, criticism is in arms against less sordid ad- 
venturers, and calls in no measured terms upon the 
mighty minstrek of past ages to avenge Parnassus of 
her wrongs. 

Three different motives operate in stimulating men 
to write Poetry : the love of fame, the want of money, 
and an internal restlessness of feeling, which is too in- 
discriminately called genius. The first of these ceases 
with the second, for without the means of circulation 
there can be no hope of fame. The third alone ope- 
rates in the present day, and small, indeed, is the re- 
compense bestowed in these ungrateful times upon the 
poets who write because they cannot help it. Yet 
after all, is not this the true and legitimate method 
by which the genuine coin of genius is moulded ? The 
love of fame is a high and soul-stirring principle, but 
still it is degraded with the stigma of selfish aggran- 
dizement, and who does not feel that a shade is cast 
upon those expressions of noble isentiment, which bear 
the impress of having been prepared and set forth 
solely for public approbation. The want of money is, 
indeed, a potent stimulus. How potent let the mid- 
night labours of the starving poet testify. The want 
of money may, it is true, urge onward towards the 
same goal as the love of fame, but the one operates, 
as it were, from behind, by the painful application of 
a goad ; while the other attracts, and fascinates by 
the brightness of some object before, which too often 
proves to be an ignis fatuus in the distance. But 
there is within the human mind an active and power- 
ful principle, that awakens the dormant faculties. 
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lights up the brain, and launches forth imagination to 
gather up from the wide realm of nature the very 
essence of what every human bosom pines for, when 
it aspires to a higher state of existence, and feels the 
insufficiency of this. It is this heaven-born and ethe- 
real principle, not inaptly personified as the Spirit of 
Poesy, that weaves a garland of the flowers which 
imagination has culled; and from the fervency of its 
own passion, to impart as well as to receive enjoy- 
ment, casts this garland at the feet of the sordid and 
busy multitude, who pause, not to admire, but trample 
its vivid beauty in the dust. It is this principle that 
ivill not let the intellectual faculties remain inactive, 
but is for ever working in the laboratory of the 
brain, combining, sublimating, and purifying. It is 
this principle, when under the government of right 
reason, which is properly called genius. It is this 
principle, when perverted from its high purpose, and 
made the minister of base passions, which produces 
the most splendid and most melancholy ruin. It is 
this principle, when devoted to the cause of holiness, 
which scatters over the path of desolation flowers of 
unfading loveliness; pours floods of light upon our dis- 
tant prospects of the celestial city ; and inspires the 
harps of heaven-taught minstrels with tmdying me» 
lody. 

This principle, in less figurative phraseology, I 
would describe as the Poetry of Life ; because it per- 
vades all things either seen, felt, or understood, where 
the associations are sublime, beautiful, tender, or re- 
fined. In short, where the ideas which naturally con- 
nect themselves with our contemplation of such sub- 
jects are most exclusively intellectual, and separate 
from sense. 

That there is much Poetry in real life, with all its 
sorrows, and pains, and sordid anxieties, and that " all is 
not vanity and vexation of spirit under the sun," to him 
who can honestly and innocently enjoy the commonest 
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UeflBings of Providence/' has been already prored by 
one in whose steps I feel that I am unworthy to walk; 
but since, in his admirable lectures on Poetry, he has 
treated the subject as a science, rather than a princi* 
pie; I am imboldened to take up the theme, to vrhicb 
MkCf above all men (more especially above all women) 
would have done justice, had he chosen to launch forth 
into more abstruse and speculative notions respecting 
the nature and influence of poetic feeling. 

That the poetry of the present times is an unsalea- 
ble article needs then no farther proof than the ob- 
servation and experience of every day, and since it is 
as difficult to believe that the human mind with all the 
advantages aflbrded by the most enlightened state of 
civilization should have become more base and dege- 
nerate, as that the treasury of nature should be ex- 
hausted, it becomes a subject of curious and interest- 
ing investigation to search out the cause, and ascer- 
tain whether it may not be in some measure attribute 
able to our present system of education being one of 
words rather than of ideas, of the head rather than 
the heart, of calculation rather than moral feeling* 

While the full and free tide of knowledge is daily 
pouring from the press, while books and book-makers 
appear before us in every possible situation, and under 
all imaginable circumstances, so that to have written 
a volume, is no less a distinction than to have read one 
through; while cheap and popular publications fraught 
with all manner of interesting details are accessible to 
the poorest classes of the community, it is impossible to 
believe that there is not sufficient talent concentrated or 
afloat to constitute a poet. And while the blue sky bends 
over all — while that sky is studded with the same 
bright host of stars, amongst which the philosopher is 
perpetually discovering fresh worlds of glory; while 
the seasons with their infinite variety still continue to 
bring forth,' to vivify, and to perfect the produce of the 
earthy vfhile (he woods are vocal vritb melody^ and 
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tibe air is peopled with myriads of ephemeral beings 
whose busy wings are dipped in gold, or bathed in 
azure, or light and fragile as the gossamer, yet ever 
bearing them on through a region of delight, from the 
snowy bosom of the lily, to the scented atmosphere ci 
the rose; while the mountain stream rushes down from 
the hills, or the rivers roll onward to the sea; and 
above all, while there exists in the heart of man a 
deep sense of these enjoyments — a mirror in which 
beauty is reflected-— an echo to the voice of music; 
while he is capable of feeling admiration for that whiGk 
is noble or sublime, tenderness for the weak, sympathy 
for the sufiering, and afiection for all things lovely, it 
is impossible to believe that true poetry should cease 
to please, or fail to awaken a response in the human 
beart. And that man is capable of all this, and more» 
and nftore capable in proportion as he cultivates and 
cherishes the noblest faculties of his nature, we have 
to thank the Griver of all our enjoyments, the Creator 
o[ all our capabilities. 

How are these faculties now cultivated? " Know- 
ledge is power/* But neither is knowledge all that we 
live for, nor power all that we enjoy. There are deep 
mysteries in the book of nature which all can feel, but 
none will ever understand until the veil of mortality 
shall be withdrawn. There are stirrings in the soul of 
man which constitute the very essence of his being, 
and which power can neither satisfy nor subdue. Yet 
this mystery reveals more truly than the clearest proo& 
or mightiest deductions of science, that a master 
band has been for ages, and is still at work, above, 
beneath, and around us ; and this moving principle is 
for ever reminding us that in our nature we inherit 
the germs of a future existence over which time has 
no influence, and the grave no victory. 

Far be it from every liberal mind to maintain the 
superiority of feeling over the other faculties of our 
nature* In forming a correct opinion on any subject 
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of taste, it is necessary to examiDe, compare, and cri- 
ticise, with an eye familiarized to what is most admi- 
rable, and a judgment controlled by a strict adherence 
to the rules of art No argument is required to prove 
that were feeling allowed to be the sole impulse of our 
actions, we should become as culpable in morals, as 
absurd in our pursuits; or that the man gifted with 
the quickest perceptions and keenest sensibility, yet 
untutored in scientific rules, would expose himself to 
well -merited ridicule, should he attempt in ar poem x>r 
a picture, to delineate his own conceptions of grandeur 
or beauty. Even were he able to throw into his per- 
formance the force of the most daring genius, or the 
most inextinguishable enthusiasm, it would prove in 
the end, no better than a mockery of art, and remain 
a memorial of his own madness and folly. Nor, on 
the other hand, will he who is by nature destitute of 
sensibility, or he who has spent the spring-time of ex- 
istence in the crowded city, and expended all the 
fresh energies of his mind in the bustle and hurry of 
sordid occupations, having laid up no secret store of 
associations with what is noble, lovely or refined in na- 
ture, be able to produce a poem or a picture that will 
please the imagination or warm the heart, even though 
m his laboured performance, the critic should find no 
fault with the harmony of his numbers, the choice of 
his colouring, or the subjects of both. 

The qualific^^tions of a true poet are, in the first 
place, natural capacity, and favourable opportunity 
for receivhig impressions ; and in the second, ability 
to arran&^e, compare, and select from these impres- 
sions. Without the former, he must be deficient in 
materials for his work ; without the latter, he must 
want the power to make a rational use of any mate- 
rials whatever. It is the former alone that we can 
suppose to be wanting in the present day ; for though 
the human mind unquestionably retains the same ca- 
pabilities it possessed in the last century, it is possible 
that opportunities for imbibing strong impressions from 
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external nature may not now be aff)rcled with fbo 
same facility ; and that in the present rapid march <^ 
intellect, the muse of poesy may be so hurried out of 
breath, as not to find time to chant her charmed laya^ 

The same causes which tend to destroy that taste, 
which 'would ensure to the works of our poets a wel- 
come reception in refined and intellectual circles of 
society, necessarily operate against the production oi 
poetry; and thus, while we refuse to feast our minds 
wifli ideas of the sublime and beautiful, we must na- 
turally lose the higher sensibilities and finer percep* 
tions of our nature. To awaken these sensibilities^ 
and quicken these perceptions, by pointing out what 
it is which constitutes the poetry of life, will be the 
task of the writer through the following pages ; to 
prove, that in order to see, think, or write poetically, 
it is necessary that we should at some period of our 
Kves, have had time and opportunity to receive deep 
and lasting impressions ; and that out of these impres* 
sions is wov«),the interminable chain of association 
which connects our perceptions of things present, with 
oar ideas or conceptions of those which are remote. 

In commencing a serious and arduous task, it would 
ill become an accountable agent to neglect the im- 
portant inquiry of what may be the moral good of 
such an undertaking ; and here the question will na- 
turally occur to many, whether poetry is of any real 
value in promoting the happiness of man. England 
is a commercial country, and we know that poetiy 
has little to do with increasing the facilities of cona- 
merce, as little as with the better regulation of the 
poor laws, or the settlement of any ot those leading 
questions which at present agitate the political workL 
But poetry has a world of its own — a world in which, 
if sordid calculations have no place, tlie noble, the im- 
mortal part of our nature is cl^rLshed, invigorated and 
refined. 

In touching upon this inspiring theme, it is impossK 
Vol. L 2 
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ble not to feel the inadequacy of moderate powem 
when compared with those of perhaps the most lumi- 
nous writers of the present day, whose review of Mil- 
ton's works contains in direct relation to this subject, 
the following eloquent and inimitable appeal to the high- 
est feelines of human nature. I qupte at great length, 
because I would not break the charm of the whole 
passage by garbled extracts ; and I risk the quotation 
at the peril of having the rest of my book contrasted 
with these pagesy like a chaplet of mock gems^^^in 
which is one true diamond. 

" Milton's fame rests chiefly on his poetry, and to 
this we naturally give our first attention. By those 
who are apt to speak of poetry as light reading, Mil- 
ton's eminence in this sphere may be considered as 
only giving him a high rank among the contributors 
to public amusement. Not so thought Milton. Of all 
God's ^ts of intellect, he esteemed poetical genius 
the most transcendent. He esteemed it in himself as 
a kind of inspiration, and wrote his great works with 
something of the conscious dignity of a prophet. We 
agree with Milton in his estimate of poetry. It seems 
to us the divinest of all arts; for it is the" breathing or 
expression of that principle or sentiment, which is 
deepest and sublimest in human nature ; we mean of 
that thirst or aspiration, to which no mind is wholly a 
stranger, for something purer and lovelier, something 
more powerful, lofty, and thrilling than ordinary and 
real Ufe afibrds. No doctrine is more common among 
Qiristians than that of man's immortality, but it is 
not so generally understood, that the germs or princi- 
ples of his whole future being are now wrapped up in 
his soul, as the rudiments of the future plant .in the 
•eed. As a necessary result pf this constityition, the 
soul, possessed and moved by these mighty, though in- 
fimt energies, is perpetually stretching beyond what 
is present and visible, struggling against the bounds of 
its earthly prison-house, and seeking relief and joy in 
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imaginings of unseen and ideal being. This view of 
our nature, which has never been fully developed and 
.which goes farther towards explaining the contradic- 
tions of human life than all others, carries us to the 
very foundation and sources of poetry. He, who can- 
not interpret by his own consciousness what we have 
now said, wants the true key to woife of genius. He 
has not penetrated those sacred recesses of the 80ul» 
where poetry is born and nourished, and inhales im- 
mortal vigour, and wings herself for her heavenward 
flight. In an intellectual nature, framed for prc^ess, 
and for higher modes of being, there must be creati^ 
energies, powers of original, and ever-growing thought; 
and poetry is the form in which these energies are 
chiefly manifested. It is the glorious prerogative of 
this art, that it makes * all things new * for the grati- 
fication of a divine instinct It indeed finds its ele- 
ments in what it actually sees and experiences, in the 
worlds of matter and mind, but it combines and blendi 
these into new forms, and according to new afiinities ; 
breaks down, if we may so say, the distinctions and 
bounds of nature ; imparts to material objects life, and 
sentiment, and emotion, and invests the mind with the 
powers and splendours of the outward creation ; de- 
scribes the surrounding universe in the colours which 
the passions throw over it, and depicts the mind in 
those modes of repose or agitation, of tenderness or 
sublime emotion, which manifest its thirst for a more 
powerful and joyful existence. To a man of a literal 
and prosaic character, the mind may seem lawless in 
these workings; but it observes higher laws than it 
transgresses, the laws of the immortal intellect ; it m 
trying and developing its best faculties ; and in the ob- 
jects which it describes, or in the emotions which it 
awakens, anticipates those states of progressive power, 
iq[ilendour, beauty, and happiness, for which it was 
^ureated 

^ We accordingly believe that poetry, so far firom 
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iDJnring society, » one of the great instrumeniB <^ its 
refinement and exaltation. It lifts the nund above or* 
Anary Ufe ; gives it a respite from depressing cares, 
and awakens the consciousness of its affinity with what 
k pwc and noble. In its tegitimate and highest ef- 
forts, it has the same tendency and aim with Christi- 
anity ; that is, to spiritualize our nature. True, poe* 
try nas been made the instrument of vice, the pander 
« bad passions; Imt when genius thus stoops, it dims 
its fires, and parts with much of its power ; and even 
Dffaen poetry is enslaved to licentiousness or misan- 
thropy, she cannot wholly forget her true vocation. 
Strains of pure feeling, touches of tenderness, images 
of innocent happiness, sympathies with suffering vir- 
tue, bursts of scorn or indignation at the hoHowness 
of the world, passages true to our moral nature, oft^n 
escape in an immoral work, and show us how hard it 
is for a gifted spirit to divorce itself wholly from what 
is good. Poetry has a natural alliance with our best af- 
fections. It delights in the beauty and sublimity of the 
outward creation and of the soul. It indeed portrays 
with terrible enei^ the excesses of the passions ; but 
they are passions which show a mighty nature, which 
are full of power, which command awe, and excite a 
deep, though shuddering sympathy. Its great tendency 
and purpose is, to carry the mind beyond and above the 
beaten, dusty, weary walks of ordinary life; to lift it 
into a purer element; and to breathe into it more pro- 
found and generous emotion. It reveals to us the loveli- 
ness of nature, brings back the freshness of youthful 
feeling, revives the relish of simple pleasures, keeps un- 
quenched the enthusiasm which warmed the spring- 
time of our being, refines youthful love, strengthens 
our interest in human nature by vivid delineations of 
its tenderest and loftiest feeling, knits us by new ties 
with universal being, and thmugh the brightness crfitd 
prophetic visions^ helps faith to lay hold on the future 
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*^ We are aware that it is objected to poetfj, that 
it gives wrong views, and excites false expectations 6f 
life; peoples the mind with shadows and illujuons, and 
builds up iniaginatioii on the ruins of wisdom. Thai 
there is a vrisdom againi^ which poetry wars, the wis- 
dom of the senses, which makes physical cooafort ^tmI 
^tification the supreme good, and wealth the chief 
interest of life, we do not deny; nor do we de^n it 
the least service which poetry renders to mankind, 
that it redeems them from the thraldom of this earth- 
born prudence. But, passing over this topic, we 
would observe, that the complaint against poetry as 
abounding in illusion and deception, b, in the main, 
^undless. In many poems, there is more truth than 
in many histories and philosophic theories. The fic» 
tions of genius are often the vehicles of the sublimes! 
verities, and its flashes often open new r^ons of 
thought, and fhrow new light on the mysteries of our 
being. In poetry, the letter is i^lsehood, but the spi- 
rit is often profoundest wisdom* And if truth thus 
dwells in the boldest fictions of the poet, much more 
inay it be expected in. his delineations of life; for the 
present life, which is the first stage of the immortal 
mind, abounds in the materials of poetry ; and it is 
the high office of the bard to detect this divine ele- 
ment among the grosser labours and pleasures of our 
earthly being. The present life is not wholly prosaic, 
precise, tame, and finite. To the gifted eye, it abounds 
in the poetic. The afiections which spread beyond 
ourselves, and stretch far into futurity ; the workings 
of mighty passions, which seem to arm the soul with 
almost super-buman energy ; the innocent and irre- 
pressible joy of infancy ; the Woom, and buoyancy, 
and dazzling hopes of youth; the tbrobbings of the 
heart, when it first wakes to love, and dreams of a 
happiness too vast for earth ; woman, with her beau- 
ty, and grace, and gentleness, and fulness of feeling, 
and depth of afiection, and her Wusbes of purity, and 

a* 



18 ^ TBBFOCTETertinBU 

tbe toq/en and looks nvfaich only a mother^ heart cao 
faqnre ; — these are all poetical. It b not true that 
the poet paints a life which does not exist ; he oidy 
eitracts and concentrates, as it were, life's ethereal 
enence ; arrests and condeflses its volatile fragrance^ 
brings tc^ether its scattered beauties, and prolongs its 
more refined but evanescent joys; and in tbb be does 
well; for it is good to feel that life is not wholhf' 
usurped by cares for subsistence, and physical gratin* 
cati<His, but admits, in measures which may be inddSh 
mtely oilarged, sentiments and delights worthy of a 
higher being. Tliis power of poetry to refine our 
Tiews of life and happiness, is more and more needed 
as society advances. It is needed to withstand the en* 
croachments of heartless and artificial manners, which 
make civilization so tame and uninteresting. It is 
needed to counteract the tendency of physical science, 
which being now sought, not as formerly for intellec- 
tual gratification, but for multiplying bodily comforts, 
requires a new development of imagination, taste, and 
poetry, to preserve men from sinking into an earthly, 
material, Epicurean life." 
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WHY CERTAIN OBJECTS ARE, OB ARE NOT, 
POETICAL. 



That a book, a pietare, and sometimes a very 
worthy man, are without Poetry, is a fact almost as 
deeply felt, aiid as well understood, as the memora- 
ble anathema of Shakspeare against the man who had 
not music in his soul. In many books this is no de- 
fect; in all pictures it is a striking and important one; 
while in men it can only be a defect proportioned to 
the hish standing they may choose to take in the 
scale o? intellect or feeling. The spirit of Poetry has 
little to do with the labours of the artisan, nor would 
our tables be more plentifully supplied, were they 
fiirnished under the direction of the muses. But who 
would feel even the slightest gratification in reading 
Wordsworth^s Excursion, with a companion, who 
eould not feel poetically? or who would choose to 
explore the wild and magnificent beauties of moun- 
tain scenery, with one whose ideas were bounded by 
the limits of the Bank of England? 

When our nature is elevated above the mere ob- 
jects of sense, there is a want created in us of some- 
thing, which the business of the world, nay, even 
science itself, is unable to supply; for not only is the 
bustling man of business an unwelcome associate iii 
the wilderness of untrodden beauty, but even he be- 
comes wearisome at last, who applies his noisy ham- 
mer to every projection of rock, and peeps into every 
crevice, and up the side of every precipice, with eyes, 
thoughts, and memory for nothing but strata; precise- 
ly as it is presented to his vision then and there, with- 
out onee giving himself time to draw deductions from 
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what he discovers, to make an extended surrey of 
the distant scenery, or to drink in the enjoyment of 
the magnificent whole. 

In the general contemplation of external nature, 
we feel the influence of Poetry, though chiefly and 
almost exclusively in objects which are, in themselves 
or their associations, beautiful or sublime. Thus, we 
are pleased with a widely extended view, even over 
a level country, purely because the sublime idea of 
space is connected with it; but let this expanse be 
travelled over, closely inspected, and regarded in its 
minutia, and it becomes indescribably wearisome and 
monotonous. The fact is, the idea of space is lost, 
while the attention is arrested and absorbed by im- 
mediate and minor circumstances. The mind is in- 
capable of feeling two opposite sensations at the same 
time, and all impressions made upon the senses being 
so much more quick and sudden than those made 
through them upon the imagination, they have the 
power to attract and carry away the attention in the 
most peremptory and vexatious manner. All sub- 
jects intended to inspire admiration or reverence, 
must therefore be treated with the most scrupulous 
regard to refinement. It is so easy for the vulgar 
touch to 

« Turn what was once romahtic to burlesque." 

A tone of ridicule may at once dispel the charm 
of tenderness, and a senseless parody may for awhile 
destroy the sublimity of a splendid poem. 

Among the works of art, the influence of poetic 
feeling is most perceptible in painting and sculpture. 
A picture sometimes pleases from a secret charm 
which cannot well be defined, and which arises not 
so much from the proper adjustment of colour and 
outline according to the rules of art, as from the sud- 
den, mysterious, and combined emotions which the 
sight of it awakens in the soul. But let any striking 



^departure from these rules arrest the atientioiiy let the 
eye be ofiended by the colouring, and the taste shocked 
by the grouping or perspective*— the illusion is de- 
stroyed, and the poet awakes from his dream. It is 
precisely the same with sculpture, that most sublime 
production of the hand of man, which^ by its cold, 
still, marble beauty, unawakened by the shocks of 
time, unmoved by the revolutions of the world, has 
power to charm the wandering thoughts, and inspire 
sensations of deep reverence and awe. But let us 
suppose the enthusiast returning to gaze upon the sta* 
tue, which^has been, through years of wandering, lit- 
tle less than an idol to his enraptured fancy, and that 
hands profane (for such things are) have presumed to 
colour the pupils of the up-turned eyes — tetany other 
sensation whatever, directly at variance with what 
the figure itself is calculated to inspire, be made to 
strike the attention of the beholder, and he !s plunged 
at once down that fatal and irrevocable step, which 
leads from the sublime to the ridiculous. 

The human face, the most familiar object to our 
eyes, since they first opened upon the world, may be, 
and often is, highly poetical. Who has not seen 
amidst the multitude some countenance to which he 
turns, and turns again, with strange wonder and de- 
light, assigning to it an appropriate character and 
place in scenes even the most remote from the pre- 
sent, and following up, in idea, the different trains of 
thought by which its expression is varied, and its in- 
telligence communicated? Yet this face may not be 
in itself, or strictly speaking, beautiful; but, like the 
painting or the statue, it has the power to awaken the 
most pleasing associations. With such power there 
can be combined no mixture of the grotesque or vul- 
gar; for, though poetry may be ridiculous, it is im- 
possible for the ridiculous to be poetical. 

There is Poetry in an infant's sleep. How much^ 
let abler words than mine describe. 
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''So motionless in its slumbers, that, in watching 
it, we tremble, and become impatient for some stir or 
sound, that may assure us of its life; yet is the fancy 
of the little sleeper busy, and every artery and every 
pulse of its frame engaged in the work and growth 
of secretion, though his breath would not stir the 
smallest insect that sported on his lips — though hiet 
pulse would not lift the flower leaf of which he( 
dreamed from his bosom: yet, following this emblem 
of tran,quillity into after life, we see him exposed to 
every climate — contending with every obstacle — agi-* 
tated by every passion; and under these various cir-» 
cumstances, how different is the power and the de-i 
gree of the heart's action, which has not only to beat^ 
but to beat time through every moment of a long and 
troubled life."* 

We feel in reading this passage, even if we hav^ 
never felt before, that there is poetry in an infant's 
sleep. Its waking moments are less poetical, becauso 
of the many little cares and vexations they force upon 
us^ and no power on earth could convince us that 
there was poetry in an infant's cry. Yet is it neither 
softness nor sweetness which always constitutes the 
poetry of sound; for what can be more discordant in 
itself than the caw of the rook, the scream of the sea- 
gull, or the bleating of the lamb? 

There is poetry in the low-roofed cottage standing 
on the skirts of the wood, beneath the overshadowing 
oak, around which the children of many, generations 
have gambolled, while the wreathing smoke coils up 
amongst the dark green foliage, and the gray thatch 
is contrasted with golden moss and glittering ivy. 
We stand and gaze, delighted with this picture of ru- 
ral peace, and privileged seclusion. We long to 
shake off the shackles of artificial society, the weary- 
ing cares of life, the imperative control of fashion, or 

* Dr. James Willson. 
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the toil and traffic of the busy world, and to dwell 
for the remainder of our days in a quiet spot like 
this, where affection, that is too often lost in the game 
of life, might unfold her store of fire-side comforts, 
and where we and ours might constitute one unbroken 
chain of social fellowship, under the shelter of se- 
curity and peace. But let us enter this privileged 
abode. Our ears are first saluted by the sharp voice 
of the matron, calling in her tattered rebels from the 
common. They are dragged in by violence, and a 
scene of wrath and contention ensues. The frag- 
ments of the last meal are scattered on the floor. 
That beautifully curling smoke, before it found a way 
to escape so gracefully, has made many a circuit round 
the dark and crumbling walls of the apartment; and 
smoke within the house is any thing but poetical, 
whatever it may be without. Need I say the charm 
is broken? Even after having made good our re- 
treat, if we turn and look again, the low-roofed cot- 
tage does not appear the same as when we first beheld 
it The associations are changed — the charm is in- 
deed broken. May not this be the reason why fine 
ladies and gentlemen talk so much more about the . 
poetry of a cottage, than those who know no other 
home comforts than a cottage affords? Even pover- 
ty itself may be poetical to those who merely regard 
it from a distance, or as a picture; but the vision is 
dispelled for ever by the first gripe of that iron hand, 
that spares neither the young, the helpless, nor the 
old. 

There is poetry in the mouldering pile, upon which 
the alternate suns and storms of a thousand years 
have smiled and spent their fury — the old gray ruin 
hung over with festoons of ivy, while around its 
broken turrets a garland of wild plants is growing, 
from seeds which the wandering winds have scat- 
tered. We behold the imperishable materials of the 
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mtural world eoltected togetho*, shaped out ftiid 
formed by the art of man into that beautiful and m»- 
iestte edifice: but where are the ready hands that !»• 
beared in that work of time and patience? The fauay 
feet that trod those stately courts— >the lau^ter that 
echoed through those halls— the sighs that wene 
breathed in those secret cells-^-the many generations 
that came and went without* learing a record era 
name — where are they? Scarcely can there be found 
an imagination so dull, but the contemplation of a 
ruin will awaken it to some dim and dreamy associa* 
tions with past ages — scarcely a heart so callous^ bet 
it will feel, in connexion witli such a scene, sotno 
touch of that melancholy which inspired the memo- 
rable exclamation, <^A11 is vanity and vexation of 
spirit!'' 

But let the ingenuit}'^ of man erect a modern ruin^ 
or mock monastery, arch for arch, and pillar for pil- 
lar — nay, let him, if possible, plant weed for w^ed. 
The fancy will not be cheated into illusion-— this 
mushroom toy of yesterday will remain a mockery 
still. 

Amongst the labours of man's ingenuity and skfll, 
there are few things more poetical than the aspect of 
a ship at sea, whether she goes forth with swelling 
sails before the wind, or lies becalmed upon a quiet 
shore. Even the simplest or rudest vessels fk>ating 
on the surface of the water — from the lazy barge that 
glides along the smooth canal, to the light gondola 
that sports among the glowing waters of more classic 
shores — from the simple craft that ply upon our own 
rivers, to the rude canoe of the savage darting am<M^ 
reefs of coral; afford choice subjects for the painteHa 
pencil, and the poet's song. Who has not watched 
with intense interest a little speck upon the oeeaii^ 
that neared, and neared, until human fomui at feaglk 
were visible, and then the splash of the oar was heard 
at regular intervals^ and^ at last, on the crest of a foam* 
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ing wave, the boat seemed to bound triamphant on 
the shore, where a little band of the long-tried and 
the faithful, amongst whom woman is never found 
wanting, welcome the mariners home, safe from the 
storms and the dangers of the sea? Who has not stood 
upon the beach, a silent, but deeply interested spec- 
tator, while a crew of hardy and weather-beaten sail- 
ors launched forth their little bark amongst the roar- 
ing breakers, battling their way through foam and 
surge, now dipping into the dark hollows between 
every swell, and then rising unharmed upon the 
snowy crest of the raging billows. A few moments 
more of determined struggle, and the difBculty is 
overcome; and now they have hoisted sail and are 
gone bounding over the dark blue waters, perhaps 
never to return. Whd has not marked, while gazing 
on the surface of the silent lake when the moon was 
shining, that long line of trembling light that looks 
like a pathway to a better world, suddenly broken 
by the intervention of some object that proves to be 
a boat, in which human forms are discernible, though 
distant, yet marked out with a momentary distinct- 
ness, which affords imagination a fund of associations, 
connecting those unknown objects so quickly seen, 
and then lost for ever, with vague speculations about 
what they are or have been, from whence they have 
so suddenly emerged, to what unseen point of illi- 
mitable space they may be destined, and what may 
be the darkness, or the radiance of their future course. 
Or who has ever witnessed the departure of a gallant 
vessel under favouring skies, bound on a distant and 
uncertain voyage, her sails all trim, her rigging tight, 
her deck well manned, her cargo secure as human 
skill and foresight can make it, while she stoops one 
moment with unabated majesty, to rise more proudly 
the next, bursting through the ruffled waters, and 
dashing from her sides the feathery foamj without 
Vol- L 3 
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thinking of a proud and reckless spirit rushing forth 
on its adventurous career, unconscious of the rocks 
and shoals, the rude gales and the raging tempests, 
that await its ownward course. Or who, without a 
thrill of something more than earthly feeling, can 
gaze over the uniniffled surface of the sea when the 
winds are sleeping, and the waves at rest, except on 
the near verge of the blue expanse, where a gentle 
murmur, with regular ebb and flow of soothing and 
monotonous sound marks the intervals at which a 
line of sleepy waves rise, and fall, and follow each 
other, without pause or intermission, far up along the 
sparkling shore, and then recede into the depths of 
the smooth and shining waters. The sun is high in 
the heavens — the air is clear and buoyant — now and 
then a white cloud sails along the field of azure, its 
misty form marked out in momentary darkness on 
the sea below, like the passing shadow of an angel's 
wings; while far, far in the distance, and gliding on 
towards the horizon, are those wandering messengers 
of the deep that bear tidings from shore to shore, 
their swelling sails now glancing white in the sun- 
beams, now darkened by the passing cloud. Musing 
on such a scene, we forget our own identity — our 
own earthly, bodily existence; we live in the world 
of spirits, and are lost in exquisite imaginings, in me- 
mories and hopes that belong not to the things of 
clay; every thing we behold is personified and gifted 
with intelligence; the rugged clifis possess a terrible 
majesty, and seem to threaten while they frown upon 
the slumbering shore; the deep and boundless sea, re- 
presented at all times as acting or suffering by its own 
will or power, is now more than ever endued with 
the thoughts and passions of spiritual existence, and 
seems to speak to us in its own solemn and most in- 
telligible language of terror in motion, and sublimity 
in repose: but more than all, the ships that go forth 
upon its bosom convey to our fancy the idea of being^ 
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influenced by an instinct of their own; so well or- 
dered are all their movements, so perfect appears the 
harmony of their construction and design, yet so bid- 
den by the obscurity of distance is the moving prin- 
ciple within, that by their own faith they seem to 
trust themselves where the foot of man dare not 
tread, and by their own hope they seem to be lured 
on to some distant point which the eye of man is 
unable to discern. 

In a widely extended sea view there is unques- 
tionably poetry enough to inspire the happiest lays, 
but the converse of this picture is easily drawn— 
and fatal to the poet's song would be the first view 
of the interior of any one of those gallant and stately 
ships about which we have been dreaming. The 
moving principle within, respecting which we have 
had such refined imaginings, is now imbodied in a 
company of hardy sailors, whose rude laughter, and 
ruder oaths, are no less discordant to our ear, than 
offensive to our taste. It is true, that a certain kind 
of order and discipline prevails amongst them, but 
the wretched passengers below are lost for a time to 
all mental sensations, and suffering or sympathizing 
with them, we soon forget the poetry of life. 

There is poetry in the gush of sparkling waters 
that burst forth from the hill-side in some lonely and 
sequestered spot, and flow on in circling eddies 
amongst the rocks and fern, and tendrils of wild 
plants; on, on for ever — unexhausted, and yet per- 
petually losing themselves in the bosom of the silent 
and majestic river, where the hurry and murmur of 
their course is lost, like the restless passions that agi- 
tate the breast of man inrthe ocean of eternity: and 
there is poetry in the burst of the cataract that comes 
over the brow of the precipice with a seeming con- 
flciousness of its own power to bear down, and to 
subdue. 

It is related of Richard Wilson, that when he first 
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beheld the celebrated falls of Terni, he exclaimed 
" Well done, water!" Here, indeed, was no poetry 
— no association. His mind was too full of that 
mighty object as it first struck upon his senses, to 
admit at the moment of any relative idea; his excla* 
mation was one of mere animal surprise, such as his 
dog might have uttered, had he possessed the organs 
of speech. And yet the same man, when he seized 
his pencil, and gave up his imagination to the full 
force of those impressions which, if we may judge 
by his works, few have felt more intensely, was able 
to portray nature, not merely seen as it is in any 
given section of the earth's surface, but to group to- 
gether, and imbody in one scene, all that is most 
harmonious in the quickly changing and diversified 
beauties of wood and water-^— hill and valley — som- 
bre shade, and glowing sun-shine — deep solitudes, 
and resplendent heavens. 

There is poetry in the hum of bees, when the or- 
chards are in bloom, and the sun is shining in un- 
clouded splendour upon the waving meadows, and 
the garden is richly spangled with spring flowers. 
There is poetry in the hum of the bee, because it 
brings back to us, as in a dream, the memory of by- 
gone days, when our hearts were alive to the happi- 
ness of childhood — the time when we could lie down 
upon the green bank and enjoy the stillness of sum- 
mer's noon, when our hopes were in the blossoms of 
the orchard, our delight in the sun-shine, our untiring 
rambles in the meadows, and our perpetual amuse- 
ment in the scented flowers. Since these days, time 
has rolled over us with such a diversity of incident, 
bringing so many changes in our modes of living 
and thinking, that we have learned, perhaps at some 
cost, to analyze our feelings, and to say, rather than 
feel, that there is poetry in the hum of bees. 

But let one of these honey-laden wanderers find 
his way into our apartment, and while he struggles 
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with frantic efforts to escape through the closed win- 
dow, we cease to find pleasure in his busy hum. 

There is poetry in the flowers that grow in sweet 
profusion upon wild and uncultivated spots of earthy 
exposing their delicate leaves to the tread of the rude 
inhabitants of the wilderness^ and spreading forth 
their scented charms to the careless mountain wind 
— in the thousand, thousand little stars of beauty 
looking forth like eyes, with no eye to look again; 
or cups that seem formed to catch the dew drops; or 
spiral pyramids of varied hue shooting up from leafy 
beds, and pointing faithfully to the shining sky; or 
crowns of golden splendour mounted upon fragile 
stems; or purple wreaths that never touched a hu- 
man brow; all bursting forth, blooming and then 
fading, with endless succession in the midst of un- 
trodden wilds; — in rain and sunshine, in silent nighty 
and glowing day, with an end and purpose in their 
brief existence inscrutable to the mind of man. 

The flowers of the garden, though possessing more 
richness and gorgeous beauty, are less poetical, be- 
cause we see too clearly in their arrangement and 
culture, the art and labour of man; we are reminded 
at every group of the work of the spade^ and p^r*- 
ceive at once and without mystery, why they have 
been planted in the exact spot where they now grow. 

There is poetry in the first contemplation of those 
numerous islands which gem the southern ocean — 
poetry in the majestic hills that rise one above ano» 
ther, their varied peaks and precipices clear and 
bright in unclouded sunshine, and their very sum;- 
mits clothed with unfading verdure; while bursting 
from amongst their deep recesses are innumerable 
streams that glide down their rugged sides, now 
glancing out like threads of silver, now hidden in 
fihade and darkness, until they find their way into 
the broad and silent lagoon, where the angry surf 
subsides, and the mountains, woods, and streams ar# 

3» 
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seen again reflected in the glassy mirror of the un* 
ruffled water — unruffled, save by the rapid gliding of 
the light canoe, that darts among the coral rocks, and 
then lies moored in still water beneath some stately 
tree, whose leafy boughs form a welcome canopy of 
shade for the luxuriant revellers in that sunny clime. 

Time was when those who had rejoiced over the 
first contemplation of this scene were compelled to 
mourn over the contrast which ignorance and bar- 
barism presented on a nearer view, but now, blessed 
be the power that can harmonize the heart of man 
with all that is grateful and genial in the external 
world, the traveller approaching, and beholding this 
lovely picture, need no longer shrink from the hor* 
rors which a closer inspection formerly revealed. 

If external nature abounds with poetry, how much 
more forcibly does it pervade the faculties and sen- 
timents of the human mind. Consider only three — 
love, hope, and memory. What power even in the 
visions of the alchemist was ever able to transform 
like the passion of love? Investing what is real with 
all that we desire, converting deformity into loveli- 
ness, exchanging discord for harmony, giving to the 
eye the exquisite faculty of beautifying whatever it 
beholds, and to the ear a secret charm that turns eve- 
ry sound to music. And hope would be hope no 
longer if it did not paint the future in the colours we 
most admire. Its very existence depends upon the 
power it possesses to sweeten to the latest dregs, the 
otherwise bitter cup of life. Yet love and hope may 
be degraded by the false estimate we sometimes form 
of what is worthy of our admiration. Passion too 
often asserts her mastery over both, compelling her 
blind and willing slaves to call evil good, and good 
evil; while memory, if not always faithful to her 
trust, is at least disposed to hold it charitably, and 
thus preserves in their genuine distinctness, the fair- 
est passages of life, but kindly obscures those which 



POETICAL SUBJECTS. 31 

are most revolting in remembrance. In looking back 
upon the past^ how little that is sordid, mean, or self- 
ish, appears conspicuous now. Past hours of simple, 
every-day enjoyment, are invested with a charm they 
knew not at the time. A veil is thrown over the 
petty cares of by-gone years — passion is disarmed of 
its earth-born violence, and sorrow looks so lovely la 
the distance, that we almost persuade ourselves it was 
better to weep such tears as we wept then, than to 
smile as we smile now. 

But why pursue this theme? It is evident that 
neither sounds, objects, nor subjects of contempla- 
tion are poetical in themselves, but in their associa- 
tions; and that they are so just in proportion as these 
associations are intellectual and refined. Nature is 
full of poetry, from the high mountain to the shel- 
tered valley, from the bleak promontory to the myr- 
tle grove, from the star-lit heavens to the slumbering 
earth; and the mind that can most divest itself of 
ideas and sensations belonging exclusively to matter, 
will be able to expatiate in the realms of nature with 
the most perfect fruition of delight. 
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The difierence of taste not unfrequently found in 
persons whose station and habits of life are similar 
may be attributed both to individual conformation, 
and to those instances of early bias received from local 
circumstances which none can remember, and which, 
consequently, no pen can record. That variety of taste 
is chiefly owing to the influence of association, is shown 
by those minor preferences or antipathies which cer- 
tain individuals evince for things possessing no quality 
inherent in themselves to justify such peculiar choice 
or rejection, and which have no corresponding value 
in the opinion of mankind in general. 

Without returning to the days of infancy, when the 
first impressions were made upon our senses, when our 
eyes were first able to see, and our ears to hear, it 
would be impossible to trace to their origin all our pe- 
culiarities of taste and feeling, or to assign the precise 
reason why we are subject to sensations of pleasure 
or disgust from causes which do not influence the 
rest of mankind in a similar manner — sensations which, 
from their singularity, and, to others, apparent absur- 
dity, necessarily fall under the stigma of caprice. 

Who can say how far his peculiar ideas of beauty 
and melody may have been derived from the coun- 
tenance ot the kind nurse who first smiled upon him 
in his cradle, and the sweet voice that first sung him 
to sleep ; or of deformity and discord from the harsh 
brow whose frowns he nrst learned to dread, and thie 
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voice whose threatening tones were followed by punish- 
ment and pain. 

If the taste of one individual is gratified by a pic- 
ture upon which a strong and vivid light is thrown, 
and another prefers that which exhibits the cool tints 
of a cloudy atmosphere, it is attributed to some pecu- 
liarity in their several organs of sight; but is it not 
equally possible to be in some measure owing^ to one 
having been too much confined to darkness in his in- 
fancy, and the other painfully exposed to the glare 
of too much l^ht ? 

These may appear but idle speculations, since we 
are, and ever must remain in want of that master key 
to the human understanding — the knowledge of the 
state of the infant mind, its degree of susceptibility, 
and the manner in which it first receives impressions 
through the organs of sense. So far as we can recol- 
lect, however, it is clear to all who will take the trou- 
ble to examine the subject, that strong partialities and 
prejudices are imbibed in very early life, before we 
are capable of reasoning, and that these sometimes re- 
main with us to the last. 

There are seldom two persons who agree exactly 
in their admiration of the proper names of individuals. 
One approves what the other rejects, and scarcely one 
instance in twenty occurs in which their feelings are 
the same: nor is it merely the harmony or discord of 
the sound which occ^ions their preference or dislike. 
Each attaches to the name in question a distinct cha- 
racter, most probably owing to some association of 
Ideas between that name and a certain individual 
known in early life; and though they may have both 
known and lived amongst the same individuals, it is 
hardly probable that two minds should have regarded 
them precisely in the same manner. Hence from dif- 
ferent associations arises a difference of taste. 

In the present state of society there are few persons 
who have not, in the course of their reading, become fa- 



34 THE FOBTXr OF I.ITS. 

miliarised with Scripture names earlier than with any 
other; and this, one would suppose, should lead to their 
being generally preferred and adopted. Yet so far 
from tms being the case, they are many aS them re- 
garded with a degree of ridicule and diagust, which can 
only be accounted for by our first becoming acquaint- 
ed with them before we have been inspired with love, 
gratitude, or reverence for the Record in which they 
are found Nor is it easy to account for the perversion 
of the fine, full-sounding Roman names, in their usual 
application to our dogs, and other animals; and next 
to them to those miserable outcasts from human fel- 
lowship, which a professedly Christian world has 
deemed unworthy ot a Christian nomenclature — the 
negro slaves; unless that schoolboys have generally 
enjoyed the honour of naming their fathers' dc^, when 
they were more familiar with Caesar's Commentaries, 
than with the character of the illustrious Roman. Why 
are we not able for many years after our emancipa- 
tion, to perceive and reUsh the beauties of those se- 
lectiiHis from the ablest poets, which we were com- 
pelled to learn by heart, as punishments at school? It 
is because our first acquaintance with them was formed 
under sensations of pain and compulsion, which time is 
loi^ in wearing out. 

u, by the mere sound of a name, such difierent 
sensations are excited in different minds, how much 
more extensive must be the variety of those called 
up by words of more comprehensive signification I 
Let us suppose four individuals — ^a newly elected 
member of parliament, a tradesman, a pauper, and a 
poet — each at liberty to pursue his own reflections, 
when the word winter is suddenly introduced to his 
mind. The statesman immediately thinks of the next 
convocation of the representatives of the people, when 
he shall stand forth to make his maiden speech; of 
the important subjects that will, probably, be laid 
before the consideration of the house, of the part he 



INBIVIDTTAL ASSOCIATIONS. 35 

shaD feel himself called upon to take in the discussion 
of these, and how he may be able to act so as to sa* 
tisfy the claims of his constituents, and his conscience, 
without o^nding either. The tradesman thinks of 
his bills, and his bad debts; of the price of coals, and 
the winter fashions. The pauper thinks — and shivers 
while he thinks— of the cold blasts of that inclement 
season, of the various signs and prophecies that fore- 
tell a hard winter, and of how much, or rather how 
Kttle the parish overseers will be likely to allow to 
his necessities for clothing, food, and fire. By a slight, 
and almost instantaneous transition of thought, one of 
these thinkers has already arrived at the idea of con- 
science, another at that of fashion, and a third at that 
of fire. But the poet (provided he be not identified 
With the pauper) passing over subjects of merely lo- 
cal interest, knows no bounds to his associations. His 
lively and unshackled fancy first carries him north- 
ward, to those frozen regions which man has visited 
bat in thought. Here he floats "^through the thin and 
piercing air, then glides upon a sea of ice, or looks 
down from hills of everlasting snow; until wearied 
with the voiceless solitude, he seeks the abodes of 
man, and follows the fur-clad Laplander with his 
faithful reindeer over trackless and uncultivated 
wastes. But the poet, though a wanderer by profes- 
sion, yet still faithful to home and early attachments, 
returns after every wayward excursion to drink of his 
native well, and to enjoy the peace of his paternal 
hearth. Here, in the clime he loves best, he beholds 
a scene of picturesque and familiar beauty — a still 
and cloudless morning, when the hoar frost is glitter- 
ing upon every spray, and the trees, laden with a 
fleecy burden, cast their deep shadows here and there 
upon the silvery and unsullied bosom of the sheeted 
earth. He sees the solitary robin perched upon the 
leafless thorn, and hears its winter song of melancho- 
ly sweetness— that plaintive touching strain to which 
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eveiT human bosom echoes with a sad response. Btit 

3uickly comes the roaring blast, like a torrent rushing 
own from the hills. The light snow is tossed hke 
foam upon the waves of the wind ; find t)t)e mountain 

i)ine, snaking off the frosty spangles from his boughs, 
or one moment quails before the fury of the thunder- 
ing tempest, and then stands erect again upon the 
craggy steep, where his forefathers have stood for 
ages. Night gathers in with darkness and dismay, 
and while the moaning of the venerable oak resounds 
through the forest like the voice of a mighty and tin- 
seen spirit, and the bellowing of the blast seems min- 
gled with the wilder shrieks of bewildered travellers, 
or seamen perishing on the deep, the poet beholds in 
the distance the glimmering lights of some hospitable 
mansion, and in an instant be is transported to a scene 
of happiness, glowing with social comforts, festivity, 
and glee ; where the affrighted wanderer finds safety, 
the weary are welcomed to repose, and the wretched 
exchange their tears for joy. 

Impressions made upon our minds by local circum- 
stances, are frequently of so deep and durable a na- 
ture, as to outlive all the accidents of chance and 
change which occur to us in after life. Should the 
poet, or the painter, in his study, endeavour to place 
before his mind's eye the picture of a brilliant sunset, 
he insensibly recalls that scenery in the midst of which 
hfe youthful imagination was first warmed into poetic 
life by the " golden day's decline." He sees, bright 
and gorgeous with sunbeams, the distant hill, which 
his boyish fancy taught him to believe it would be 
the height of happiness to climb; — the sombre woods 
that skirt the horizon — the valley, misty and indis- 
tinct below — the wandering river, whose glancing wa- 
ters are here and there touched as they gleam out, 
with the radiance of the resplendent west — and while 
memory paints again the long deep shadows of the 
trees that grew around his father's dwelling, he feels 
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the calm of that peaceful hour mingliDg with the 
thousand associations that combine to form his most 
vivid and poetical idea of sunset 

In this manner we not unfrequently single out from 
the works of art some favourite object, upon which 
we bestow an interest so deep, a regard so earnest, 
that they we^r the character of admiration which no 
perceptible quality in the object itself can justify, and 
which other beholders are unable to understand. In 
a collection of paintings we look around for those 
which are most worthy of general notice, when sud- 
denly our attention is struck with one little unpre- 
tending picture, almost concealed in an obscure cor- 
ner, and totally unobserved by any one beside. It is 
the representation of a village church — the very 
church where we first learned to feel, and, in part, 
to understand the solemnity of the Sabbath. Beside 
its venerable walls are the last habitations of our kin- 
dred; and beneath that dark and mournful yew is the 
ancient pastor's grave. Here is the winding path sa 
familiar to our steps, when we trod the earth more 
lightly than we do now — the stile on which the little 
orphan girl used to sit, while her brothers were at 
play — and the lo\iv bench beside the cottage-door, 
where the ancient (Rime used to pore over her Bible 
in the bright sunshine. Perhaps the wheels of Time 
have rolled over us with no gentle pressure since we 
last beheld that scene ;— perhaps the darkness of our 
present lot makes the brightness of the past more 
bright. Whatever the cause may be, our gaze is 
fixed and fascinated, and we turn away from the 
more wonderful productions of art, to muse upon that 
little picture again, and again, when all but ourselves 
have passed it by without a thought. 

It is not, however, the earliest impressions made 
upon the mind which are always the most lasting or 
vivid. We are all subject to the influence of strong 
and overpowering associations with circumstances 
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wUch occur in after life, and of which we retain a 
clear recollection. We are apt to be deeply, yet dif- 
ferently afiected by certain kinds of music. In the 
same apartment, and while the same air is sung or 
played by a minstrel unconscious of its secret power, 
some of the audience will be thrown into raptures of 
delight, applauding and calling forth the strain again 
with unabated enjoyment; while one, in whose sad 
heart the springs of memory are opened, will turn 
away unnoticed in that happy crowd, to hide the tears 
which the thoughts of home and early days, when 
that strain was first heard, have called forth from the 
eyes of a stranger in a strange land. '' If I might al- 
ways listen to that tune," exclaims one, ** I should 
never know unhappiness again!" Spare me that 
song o( mirth," is the secret prayer of the stranger; 
** it belongs to my own country. It tells me of the 
beauty and gladness of my native land. Spare me 
that song of mirth ; for my heart is sorrowful, and I 
am alone." 

Innumerable are the instances of daily, and almost 
hourly occurrence, in which we perceive that some 
particular tone of feeling is excited, but know not 
whence it takes its rise ; as we liften to the wild music 
of the iEolian harp, that varies perpetually from one 
melody to another. We see the thrilling chords, we 
hear the sweet and plaintive sound, but we know not 
with all our wisdbm what particular note the unseen 
minstrel will next produce, nor can we calculate the 
vibrations caused by his powerful but invisible hand. 

When we hear the tender and affectionate expres- 
sion, "I love this book because it was my mother's," 
we know at once why a book approved by a mother's 
judgment should be valued by a child ; but when we 
near any one say, « I prefer this room, this table, or 
this chair, to all others, because they belonged to my 
mother," the expression, though quite as common, and 
equally natural, is not so generally understood. The 
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room may be the least commodious in the house, the 
table the least convenient, the chair the least easy^ 
yet they are valued not the less, because they are 
associated with the image of one who was dear, per- 
haps, more dear than any one will ever be again. 

I have known the first wild rose of summer gathered 
with such faithful recollections, such deep and earnest 
bve, such yearnings of the heart for by-gone pleasures^ 
that ibr a moment its beauty was obscured by falline 
tears. The tolling of a bell after it has been head 
for a departed iriend, has a tone of peculiar and pain- 
ful solemnity. The face of one whom we have met 
with comparative indifierence in a season of happiness, 
is afterwards hailed with delight when it is all that 
remains to us of the past. The pebble that was ga- 
thered on a distant sihore, becomes valuable as a gem 
when we know that we shall visit that land no more. 
There is no sound, however simple or sweet, that may 
not be converted into discord when it calls up jarring 
sensations in the mind ; nor is there any melody in na- 
ture ccMnparable to the tones of the voice that has 
once spoken to the heart. 

Rousseau wept on beholding the little common 
flower that we calkperiwinkle. He wept because 
be was alone, and it reminded him of the beloved 
friend at whose feet it had been gathered. I remem- 
ber being affected by this circumstance at a very ear- 
ly age, and the association has become so powerful, 
that, in looking at this flower, I always feel a sensa- 
tion of melancholy, and persuade myself that the pale 
blue star, half concealed beneath the dark green 
leaves, is like a soft blue eye that scarcely ventures 
to look up from beneath the gloom of sorrow. 

The crowing of the cock is generally considered a 
lively and cheering sound ; yet I knew one, who for 
many years could not hear a cock crow at midnight 
without sensations of anguish and horror, because It 
had once been painfully forced upon her notice whUe 
she was watching the de^d, 
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A gentleman of my acquaintance, in speaking to me 
of his mother's death, which was sudden and unex- 
pected, described the day on which this event took 
place, as one of those periods in our existence when 
the mind seems incapable o{ feeling what it knows to 
be a painful truth. He had retired to rest, with an 
indistmct idea of what had occurred, but remained 
unable to realize the extent of his calamity. It had 
been his mother's custom to take away his candle eve- 
ry night — perhaps to breathe a prayer at his bed-side. 
As he laid his head upon the pillow, he saw the light 
standing as usual, but no gentle form approached, and 
in an instant he felt the full force of his bereavement 
He was setting off in life with brighter hopes than fall 
to the lot of many ; but that first and purest of earth's 
blessings — a mother's love, was lost to him for ever. 

Associations of this kind, however, are not such as 
constitute the fittest subjects for the poet ; because, 
from their local orparticular nature, they excite no 
general interest. They may be powerful in the mind 
of the writer, but will fail to awaken in other minds 
a proportionate degree of feeling ; except when the sen- 
sible object, or particular fact described, is introduced 
merely as a medium for subjects of a nature to be ge- 
nerally felt and understood, such as memory, hope, or 
iove. Thus, the Poet may properly address an object 
of which he alcMie perceives the beauty, or describe a 
circumstance of which he alone feels the pathos^ro- 
vided he does not dwell too long upon the objficl or 
circumstance, merely as such, but carries the mind on- 
ward, by some ingenious association, to recollections 
which they naturally recall, hopes which were then 
cherished, or love, whose illimitable nature may be 
connected with all things lovely. By dwelling exclu- 
sively upon one subject of merely local interest, and 
neglecting such relative ideas as are common to all, 
the most egregious blunders, in matters of taste, are 
every day committed. Witticisms are uttered, which. 
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however entertainisg to those who know to what cir- 
cumstances they owe their value, excite no corre- 
q;)OD€liDg risibility in the wondering or insensible 
hearers. Anecdotes are related, which, from being 
out of place or ill-timed, seem to fall from the lipTra 
the speaker as a wearisome and empty sound. Sub- 
jects of conversation are introduced in mixed society, 
perhaps, intensely interesting to one or two, but from 
which all others are shut out. Books are selected, 
and read aloud to those who will not listen. Pictures 
are exhibited to those who cannot see their beauty. 
Pleasures are proposed, which, from their want of 
adaptation, are converted into pain. Kind intentions 
are frustrated ; and the best endeavours to be agreea^ 
ble, rewarded with disappointment and ingratitude; 
In short, for want of that discriminating, versatile, and 
most valuable quality which mankind have agreed to 
call tacty and which might be fancifully described as 
the nerve of human society, many opportimities of ea' 
joyment are wasted, many good people are neglected, 
and many good things are irrevocably lost 

It would be hard indeed if we might not indulge our 
mdividual fancies, by each mounting the hobby we 
like best. The absurdity consists in compelling others 
to ride with us, in forcing our favourites upon their 
r^ard, and expecting from them the same tribute of 
adnuration which we ourselves bestow. There is no 
moral law to prevent our being delighted with what 
is repulsive to others; but it is an essential part of good 
manners, to keep back from the notice of society such 
particular preferences — a great proof of good taste, so 
to discipUne our feelings, that we derive the most en-* 
joyment from what is generally pleasing. 
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Ik turning our attention to the subject of general 
associations, we enter upon a field so wide and fer- 
tile, that to select suitable materials for examination 
appears the only difBculty. All our most powerful 
and sublime ideas are common to mankind in a ci- 
vilized state, and arise in the minds of countless mul- 
titudes from the same causes. By the stupendous 
phenomena of nature, as well as by the magnificent 
productions of art, we are all afiected according to 
our various degrees of capability in precisely the 
same manner. We all agree in the impressions we 
receive from extreme cases, whether they belong to 
the majestic or the minute; and no one who retained 
the possession of his reason would be excited to 
laughter by a thunder storm, or to awe and reve- 
rence by the tricks of a merry-andrew. But there 
are medium cases of a minor and more dubious na- 
ture, in which the poet's discriminating eye can best 
distinguish what is exalted or refined, puerile or 
base; and consequently what is most worthy of his 
genius. Nor let him who has openly committed 
himself in verse, believe that such distinction enti- 
tles him to make laws for his own accommodation, 
and observe or transgress the established rules of 
taste just as his own fancy may dictate. The same 
celestial fire which prompts his lay is warming hum- 
bler bosoms unmarked amongst the crowd; and min- 
gled with the dense multitude which he disdains, are 
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countless poets uncommitted^ who constitute a tribu- 
nal from which there is no appeal; who must even- 
taally sit in judgment upon his works, give the tone 
to public opinion, and pronouncing his irrevocable 
doom, consign him to oblivion or to fame. 

Those who have taken little pains to inquire into 
the nature and origin of their mental senBations, often 
express instantaneously a correct judgment of works 
of art, from what they would be very likely to call 
a kind of instinct or intuitive perception of what is 
right or wrong; but which might more philosophi- 
cally be referred to combinations of ideas derived 
from certain impressions associated, compared, and 
established by a process of the mind which they took 
DO note of at the time, and with which they have 
never made themselves acquainted. Of such is a 
great proportion of the multitude composed; and it 
is this fact which gives to public opinion that over- 
powering weight against which no single critic, or 
even select body of critics, can prevail. 

The poet who is not a blind enthusiast, will learn 
by experience, if he know not without, that the pub- 
lic taste must be consulted in order to recommend 
himself to public approbation. He therefore gives 
himself up to the study of what is universally re- 
garded as most ennobling, touching, or sublime. He 
endeavours to forget himself, and setting aside the 
pains and pleasures of his own limited experience as 
a little private store to draw upon when occasion may 
require, or as a secret lamp from which he may 
sometimes borrow light to rekindle his imagination, 
launches forth into the world of thought, and ex- 
tracts from all existing or imaginable things that 
ethereal essence, which beautifies the aspect of na- 
ture, elevates the soul of man, and gives even to his 
tvery day existence such intensity of enjoyment, as 
those who look at facts only as they are recorded, 
and study matter merely as it is, can never know. 
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General associations must therefore occupy an im- 
portant place in the consideration of all who would 
study the poetry of life; nor will such deem their 
time misspent in following up a close examination of 
some particular subjects with reference to this essen- 
tial point 

Let us first consider that well known and familiar 
object, the human face, of which even single and dis- 
tinct features have frequently been thought suffi- 
ciently important to inspire the poet's lay. From 
the earliest times, the forehead has been dignified 
with a kind of personality, and regarded as an index 
to the character of man, whether bold or bland, threat- 
ening or benign, disturbed or serene: nor is it in lan- 
guage peculiar to the poets only, that we speak of a 
man confronting his enemies with undaunted or 
threatening brow — or that he receives his sentence 
of punishment with a forehead undisturbed — ^that we 
are encouraged to hope for mercy by the bland of 
benign forehead of the judge — or bear adversity with 
a brow serene. Physiognomists profess to read the 
natural character of man chiefly from the form of 
his forehead; but whether studied scientifically or* 
not, we all know in an instant what is indicated by 
the simultaneous contraction and lowering of the 
brow; we know also, without much assistance from 
study of any kind, when the nature of the forehead 
is noble or mean, harsh or mild; we naturally look 
to the upper part of the face, in order to form those 
instantaneous opinions of our fellow-creatures at first 
sight, which are not unfrequently a near approach to 
truth; and we may, with some degree of certainty, 
read in the forehead, when at rest, what are the prin- 
cipal elements of character in those with whom we 
associate. But scarcely can a feeling be excited, or 
a passion stirred, than the muscles of the forehead 
are agitated by a corresponding movement. How 
suddenly and strongly is the forehead affected by as- 
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tonishment! and even in listening attentively to a 
common story, the eyebrows are occasionally ele- 
vated, and thus afford a sure indication that the hear* 
er is interested, and that the narrator may proceed. 
How striking is the contraction of the forehead in 
deep and earnest thought! How unspeakably mourn* 
ful under the gloom of sorrow! How frightfully dis- 
torted by the violence of rage! How solemn and yet 
how lovely in its character of intellectual beauty! 
It is difficult to connect one idea of a gross or corpo- 
real nature with the forehead; all its indications are 
those of mind, and most of them of a powerful, re- 
fined, or elevated character; from the Madonna, 
whom no painter has thought worthy of a high de- 
gree of intellectual grace, yet whose forehead inva- 
riably indicates a character mild, delicate, and pure, 
to the dying gladiator, whose expiring anguish is 
less of the body than the mind. 

The forehead, therefore, is a subject well fitted for 
the poet's pen, and he may sing of its various q\^ali- 
fications without fear of transgressing the rules of 
good taste. 

The eye is poetical in a still higher degree, be- 
cause it possesses a greater facility in adapting itself 
to present circumstances, and reveals in greater mi- 
nuteness and variety the passions and affections of 
the mind. Indeed, so perfect is the eye as an organ 
of intelligence, that it is more frequently spoken of 
in its figurative sense than in any other; and there is 
scarcely a writer, however grave, whose pages are 
not embellished by frequent poetical expressions in 
which the eye is the principal agent; such as, — the 
language of the eye — the eye of the mind — the eye 
of omnipotence, and a countless multitude of figures, 
without which we should find it difficult to express 
our ideas, and which sufficiently prove how intimate 
and familiar is our acquaintance with the eye as a 
medium of intelligence, no less than as an organ of 
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86086. With the uniTersally intelligible expression 
of the eye, are associated our first ideas of pain or 
pleasure, fear or confidence: the infant naturally looks 
up into its mother's eye to read there the confirma- 
tion of her strange tones of anger or reproof, and if 
there is no condemnation in that oracle of truth , he 
feels that her words are but empty threats, returns 
to his gambols, and laughs again. The lover knows 
that his earnest suit is rejected if the eye of his mis- 
tress has no relenting in its glance; and the criminal 
who pleads for some mitigation of his sentence, looks 
for mercy in the eye of the judge. 

It would be a fruitless expenditure of words to set 
about establishing the fact, that the eye is pK>etical. 
Every poet capable of stringing a rhyme has proved 
it to the world; every heart capable of feeling has 
acknowledged it to be true. 

But while thousands and tens of thousands are po- 
etizing about the eye, no one dares venture upK>n the 
nose; a fact w^hich can only be accounted for by our 
having no intellectual associations with this member, 
and being accustomed to regard it merely for its 
sense of smell, or as an essential ornament to the 
face. The nose is incapable of expressing any emo- 
tion of mind, except those which are vulgar or gro^ 
tesque — such as laughter or gross impertinence. It 
is true, the nostrils are distended by any effort of 
daring, but it is rather with animal than moral cou- 
rage, such as might animate a barbarian or a horse. 
It is indeed a curious, but incontrovertible fact, that 
while the enraptured slave of beauty is at liberty to 
expend his poetic fire in composing sonnets to his 
lady's eye, no sooner does he descend to the adjoin- 
ing feature, than the poetry of his lay is converted 
into burlesque, and he is himself dismissed as a pro- 
faner of love and the muses. 

The mouth, though frequently spoken of in a figu- 
rative sense, is less poetical than the eye, most pro- 
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bably because of its immediate connexion with the 
fuoctions of the body. In the language of poetry, 
the lips and the tongue are generally substituted for 
the mouth; the one being associated with the more 
refined idea of a smile, and the other with the or- 
gans of speech. 

£jvery one sees at the first glance, that the chin is 
not a subject for poetry; for though its peculiar for- 
mation may be strongly indicative of boldness or ti- 
midity, as well as some meaner traits of character, it 
is so incapable of changing with the changing emo- 
tions of the mind, that the chin must remain to be 
considered merely as a feature of the face, and no- 
thing more. 

These notions, derived from the study of the hu- 
man countenance, may appear to give to the subject 
a greater degree of importance than it really de- 
serves; for there are many individuals not aware that 
they have ever bestowed more physiognomical study 
upon the face of man, than upon the plate from which 
they dine. But let one of these relate his favourite 
story to a stranger, who neither raises his eyes nor 
his eyebrows while he is speaking, whose mouth ne- 
ver for one moment relaxes into a smile, and who 
gives no sign that he is interested by any other mo- 
tion of the head or face; the teller of the story, how 
little soever he may think he has studied the subject, 
will perceive that he has wasted his words upon one 
who could not, or would not appreciate their value. 
This fact he knows with certainty, and without be- 
ing told; because from childhood he has always been 
accustomed to see earnest attention accompanied by 
certain movements, or positions of the face; and has 
observed, that the same face would be very differ- 
ently affected by weariness or absence of mind. Thus, 
we gather knowledge from experience every day 
without being aware of it, and are satisfied with the 
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possession of our gain without inquiring from whence 
It was obtained. 

The sentiments upon which mankind are generally 
agreed respecting the beauty or deformity of the hu* 
man countenance, originate more frequently in aaso- 
ciation, than, without examination of the subject, we 
should be disposed to allow. How often are we 
struck with a similarity between certain faces and 
certain animals of the brute creation; and just in 
proportion as the resemblance is gross and brutal, we 
regard it with disgust and horror. The ancients es- 
tablished for themselves a standard of beauty, as fai* 
removed from such resemblance as the form of the 
human countenance would allow; and sometimes, in 
their contempt for the rude expression of animal life, 
they rushed into the opposite extreme, and extin- 
guished all apparent capability of living — in their 
anxiety to avoid the mark of the beast, they lost 
sight of the characteristics of the man. The Egyp- 
tians appear to have imbodied in their sculpture the 
first, or rather the embryo idea of the sublime; and 
their huge, massive, and unmeaning heads, scarcely 
chisselled into form, are as far removed in their ex- 
pression from what is gross, as what is human. The 
Grecians knew better what was requisite to the gra- 
tification of a refined and intellectual taste. They 
knew, that in order to ennoble their representations 
of the countenance of man, it must not only be di- 
vested of all resemblance to the brute, but that, to 
rouse the human bosom to sensations of admiration 
and delight, it must be enlivened with the expres- 
sion of human intelligence. Had they proceeded but 
one step farther in their imitation of nature as it is— 
had they consulted the sympathies and a£fections of 
humanity, they might have immortalized the genius 
of the times by productions equally sublime, but in- 
finitely more touching and beautiful. 
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* As the Grecians reasoned and acted in the early 
stage of civilization, so we, in forming our earliest 
notions of the abstract nature of beauty, reason, per- 
haps unconsciously, to ourselves. We see that a low 
and rapidly retreating forehead, sunken eyes, short 
nose, distended and elevated at the tip, wide mouth, 
and scarcely perceptible chin, are common to animals 
of the most repulsive character; and we loathe the 
image of a human animal in any way resembling 
these. With that propensity inherent in our nature 
. to rush towards the opposite of every thing which 
excites dislike or pain, we create a false taste, and 
afiect to admire what is not to be found in real life. 
And as most living faces have some faint touch of 
resemblance to the animal creation, we are more en- 
raptured than the rules of physiognomy would war- 
rant, with the cold sublime of Grecian statuary. Nor 
is this taste likely to be corrected, because we study 
these marble beauties as statues only, and consequent- 
ly find in them all that is required for loveliness in 
repose; but could a Grecian divinity step down from 
her pedestal, and come to visit our couch in sorrow, 
bend over us in sickness, or meet us at the door of 
our home after long absence and weary travel; we 
should then perceive the harsh coldness of what are 
called celestial brows, but which were certainly ne- 
ver intended to relax into the expression of affability, 
kindness, or sympathy. 

The faces which are universally considered most 
interesting, are those which vary with every emotion 
of the soul; which seldom fail to please in general so- 
ciety, by keeping up a sort of corresponding indica- 
tion with the feelings excited by different subjects 
under discussion. Yet these variations must not be 
too rapid, they must not correspond with every 
trifling change, or the expression will become pue- 
rile; because we are sure that so many different emo- 
tions felt in quick succession must neutralize each 
Vol. I. 5 
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other, and we consequently doubt whether any feeh 
ing in connexion with such a countenance can be deep 
or lasting. 

There is, however, beyond this charm of the hu- 
man face, another of a more abstruse and intellectual 
character, one which more properly entitles it to be 
called poetical; and here it may not be improper td 
remark, that a certain degree of mystery enhances 
the value of almost all our mental enjoyments. The 
human mind is so constituted, that it feels peculiar 
gratification in being occasionally thrown upon its 
own resources. Instead of being constantly supplied 
with food selected and prepared for its use, it delights 
in being sometimes permitted to issue forth on an ex- 
cursion of discorery, and b satisfied on such occasions 
with very uncertain aliment Mystery offers to the 
mind this kind of liberty. We dwell the longest 
upon that face which reveals a great deal, but not 
all of what the thoughts are engaged with; we re- 
cur with redoubled interest to those subjects which 
we do not, on first examination, fully understand. 

But to return to the human countenance. We 
meet with many faces animated, lively, and quickly 
affected by the topics or events of the moment We 
remark of such, that they are pleasing, and our ad- 
miration ends here. But if, amongst the crowd, we 
distinguish one possessed of this capability in the ex- 
treme, not always using it, however, but sometimes 
looking grave and abstracted, retiring, as it were, from 
the confusion or the folly of the passing scene, to listen 
for awhile to the inner voice — the voice of the spi- 
rit, while the "tablet of unutterable thoughts is 
traced" upon it; we immediately begin to ponder 
upon what may be the secret springs from whence 
flow the thoughts, feelings, and affections of such a 
character. We bestow upon it much of what is close- 
ly interwoven with our own. We invest it with 
imaginary powers, and believe it to be possessed of 
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resources from which the mind may draw as from 
unfailing wells, until at last we seem to have esta- 
blished an ideal intercourse with the mysterious un- 
known, and to have made a friend by no other agen- 
cy than the sympathy of the soul. 

What is most generally esteemed in society, might 
be easily discovered by what the greatest number of 
individuals are disposed to affect Thus, while the 
affectation of attention is often substituted for atten- 
tion itself, while dull faces are compelled to brighten 
into smiles without the animation of joy, while brows 
are stretched into a mockery of good humour when 
good humour is wanting; there are deeper practition- 
ers playing off the art of being mysterious, dealing in 
half-revealed secrets, concealing their own names, 
looking abstracted by design, and forming plans for 
their own dignity, mimicking the Corsair, and fan- 
cying they resemble Lord Byron; with a hundred 
absurdities besides, too gross or too contemptible to 
enumerate, yet all tending to prove that there is a 
disposition prevailing amongst mankind, to admire 
and delight in what is mysterious. 

If we are generally agreed in our notions of the 
beauty or deformity of the human faee, we £U*e still 
more unanimous in our estimate of that of animal 
form in general. Some, it is true, may prefer a tall 
or a broad figure, and others may choose exactly the 
opposite, but we are all of one opinion on the subject 
of symmetry and proportion; because our associations 
are the same, and we bestow the highest degree of 
admiration on the bodies, both of men and animals, 
when they possess the combined qualities of firm- 
ness, flexibility, and adaptation. 

All who have bestowed any attention upon the 
horse, must regard this noble animal with feelings of 
admiration and delight It needs not the aid of sci- 
entific study to perceive in what perfection he pos- 
sesses the combined qualities of strength and smitr 
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ness, endurance and facility of motion. Had one of 
these qualities been wanting — had he been feeble or 
inactive, had his power or his patience been soon ex- 
pended, had he moved with awkwardness or difficul- 
ty, our admiration would -have been considerably less, 
and wc should probably now look with as little plea- 
sure on the horse as on the rhinoceros. Again, e^G-- 
ry one thinks the stag a beautiful animal, perhaps the 
most beautiful in nature; but the stag wants the ma- 

t'estie power of the horse to give him an aspect of no- 
lility, and, therefore, our admiration of him is of a 
qualified and secondary nature. In the same man- 
lier, it would not be difficult to trace the correspon- 
dence of our ideas through the whole extent of ani- 
mal creation, except only where the chain of associa- 
tion is broken by accidental or local circumstances; 
and happy is it for thd human race, that they are so 
constituted as to be disposed unanimously to avoid 
what is repulsive, and are able to partake, in social 
concord, of the exquisite enjoyment of admiring 
what is beautiful. 

Had the mind of man been composed of hetero- 
geneous or discordant elements, he must have wanted 
the grand principle of happiness — sympathy with his 
fellow-creatures. He might unquestionably have 
possessed his own enjoyments, but he must have been 
a selfish and isolated being. His intellectual powers 
might possibly have been cultivated, but without the 
stimulus of social affection, their growth must have 
been without grace, and their fruit without value. 
To compute the distance of the planets, to measure 
the surface of the earth, and penetrate into its secret 
mines, are occupations which might be carried on by 
man in his solitary and unconnected character; but 
in order that he might enjoy the benefit of a high 
tone of moral feeling, and thus be fitted for a state of 
existence where knowledge is only less supreme than 
Igve, it was necessary that the general current of hia 
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feelings should be softened and refined, by innumera- 
ble springs of tenderness and afiection, flowing 
through the finer sensibilities of bis nature, and fill- 
ing that ocean of enjoyment, of which the human fa- 
mily have drank together in unity since the world 
began, and may continue to drink for generations yet 
to come, without fear that the fountains should be 
sealed, or the waters should become less pure. 
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THE POETRY OF FLOWERS. 



Thbre are few natural objects more poetical itt 
their general associations than flowers ; nor has there 
ever been a poet, simple or sublime, who has not 
adorned his verse with these specimens of nature's 
cunning workmanship. From the majestic sunflower^ 
towering above her sisters of the garden, and faith- 
fully turning to welcome the god of day, to the little 
humble and well-known weed that is said to close its 
crimson eye Jjfifore impending showers, there is scarce- 
ly one flow^which may not from its loveliness, ite 
perfume, its natural situation, or its classical associa- 
tion, be considered highly poetical. 

As the welcome messenger of spring, the snowdrop 
claims our first regard ; and countless are the lays in 
which the praises of this little modest flower are sung. 
The contrast it presents of green and white, (ever the 
most pleasing of contrasts to the human eye,) may be 
one reason why mankind agree in their admiration of 
its simple beauties ; but a far more powerful reason is 
the delightful association by which it is connected with 
the idea of returning spring ; the conviction that the 
vegetable world through the tedious winter months 
has not been dead, but sleeping ; and that long nights, 
fearful storms, and chilling blasts, have a limitation 
and a bound assigned them, and must in their appoint- 
ed time give place to the fructifying and genial influ- 
ence of spring. Perhaps we have murmured (for 
what is there in the ordinations of Providence at which 
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mask vnH not dare to murmur?) at the dreariuefls of 
winter. Perhaps we have felt the rough blast too 
piercing to accord with our artificial habits. Perhaps 
we have thought long of the melting of the snow that 
loaded our noon-day walk. But it vanishes at last ; 
and there,, beneath its white coverlet, lies the delicate 
snowdrop, so pure and pale, so true an emblem of 
kpe, aiMi trust, and confidence, that it might teach a 
kffioa to the desponding, and show the useless and 
inactive how invaluable are the stirrings of that ener- 
gr that can work out its purpose in secret, and under 
i^pressioB, and be ready in the fulness of time to make 
that purpose manifest and complete. The snowdrop 
teaches also another l^son. It marks out the pro- 
gress of time. We cannot behold it without feeling that 
another spring has come, and immediately our thoughts 
recur to the events which have occurred since last its 
fairy bells were expanded. We think of those who* 
were near and dear to us then. It is possible they 
may never be near again ; it is equally possible they 
*iay be dear no longer. Memory is busy with the 
past; until anticipation takes up the chain of thought, 
and we conjure up, and at last shape out in charac-^ 
tera of hope, a long succession of chances and changes 
to fill up the revolving seasons which must come and 
go before that little flower shall burst forth in its love-^ 
Bness again. . Happy is it for those who have so count- 
ed the cost of the coming year, that they shall not 
find at the end they have expended either hope or de^ 
are in fruitless speculations. 

It is of little consequence what flower comes next 
under consideration. A few specimens will serve th% 
purpose of proving, that these lovely productions of 
nature are, in thdr general associations, highly poeti- 
eaL The primrose is one upon which we dwell with 
pleasure proportioned to our taste for rural scenery,^ 
and the estimate we have previously formed of the 
advantages of a peaceful and secluded life. In cqu<» 
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Dexion with this flower, imagination picturesa thatched 
cottage standing on the slope of the hill, and a little 
woody delly whose green banks are spangled all over 
with yellow stars, while a troop of rosy children are 
gambolling on the same bank, gathering the flowers, 
as we used to gather them ourselves, before the toils 
and struggles of mortal conflict had worn us down to 
what we are now ; and thus presenting to the mind 
ttie combined ideas of natural enjoyment, innocence, 
and rural peace — the more vivid, because we can re- 
member the time when something like this was min- 
gled wilh the cup of which we drank — the more 
touching, because we doubt whether, if such pure 
drops were still there, they would not to our taste 
have lost their sweetness. 

The violet, while it pleases by its modest,, retiring 
beauty, possesses the additional charm of the most ex- 
quisite of all perfumes, which, inhaled with the pure 
and invigorating breezes of spring, always brings back 
in remembrance a lively conception of that delightful 
season. Thus, in the language of poetry, " the vio^ 
let-scented gale " is synonymous with those accumu- 
lated and sweetly-blended gratifications which we de- 
rive from odours, flowers, and balmy breezes; and 
above all, from the contemplation of renovated nature, 
once more bursting forth into beauty and perfection, 

The jessamine, also, with its dark green leaves, and 
little silver stars, saluting us with its delicious scent 
through the open casement, and impregnating the 
whole atmosphere of the garden with its sweetness, 
has been sung and celebrated by so many poets, that 
0ur associations are with their numbers, rather than 
with any intrinsic quality in the flower itself. Indeed, 
whatever may have first established the rank of flow- 
ers in the poetical world, they have become to us like 
notes of music, passed on from lyre to lyre ; and when- 
ever a chord is thrilled with the harmony of song, 
tiiese lovely images present themselves, neither im* 
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paired in their beauty, nor exhausted of their sweet- 
Bess, for haying been the medium of poetic feeling 
ever since the world began. 

It is impossible to expend a moment's thought upon 
the lily, without recurring to that memorable passage 
in the sacred volume: "Consider the lilies of the field, 
faovr they grow. They toil not, neither do they spin; 
and yet I say unto you, that Solomon in all his glory, 
vras not arrayed like one of these." From the little 
common flower called heart's ease, we turn to that well 
known passage of Shakspeare, where the fairy king so 
beautifully describes the ** little western flower." And 
the forget-me-not has a thousand associations tender 
and touching, but unfortunately, like many other sweet 
things, rude hands have almost robbed it of its charm. 
Who can behold the pale Narcissus, standing by the 
silent brook, its stately form reflected in the glassy 
mirror, witlwut losing themselves in that most fanci* 
fill of all poetical conceptions, in which the graceful 
youth is described as gazing upon his own beauty, 
^nntil he becomes lost in admiration, and finally ena- 
moured of himself: while hopeless echo sighs herself 
away into a sound, for the love, which having centred 
in such an object, was never to be bought by her ca- 
resses, nor won by her despair. 

Through gardens, fields, forests, and even over rug- 
ged mountains, we might wander on in this fanciful 
quest after remote ideas of pleasurable sensation con- 
nected with present beauty and enjoyment ; nor would 
our search be'firuitless so long as the bosom of the 
earth afforded a receptacle for the germinating seed, 
so long as the gentle gales of summer continued to 
waft them firom the parent stem, or so long as the 
welcome sun looked forth upon the ever-blooming 
garden of nature. 

One instance more, and we have done. The " lady 
rose," as poets have designated this qeeen of beauty, 
claims the latest, though not the least consideration in 



58 THfi POETRT or ttf^ 

speaking of the poetry of flowers. In the poetic world, 
the first honours have been awarded to the rose, for 
what reason it is not easy to define ; unless from its 
exquisite combination of perfume, form, and colour, 
which have entitled this sovereign of flowers in one 
country to be mated with the nightingale, in another, 
to be chosen with the distinction of red and white, as 
the badge of two honourable and royal houses. It 
would be difficult to trace the supremacy of the rose 
to its origin ; but mankind have so generally agreed in 
paying homage to her charms, that our associations in 
the present day are chiefly with the poetic strains in 
which they are celebrated. The beauty of the rose 
is exhibited under so many diflerent forms, that it 
would be impossible to say which had the greatest 
claim upon the regard of the poet; but certainly those 
kinds which have been recently introduced, or those 
which are reared by unnatural means, with care and 
difficulty, are to us the least poetical, because our as- 
sociations with them are comparatively few, and those 
few relate chiefly to garden culture. 

After all the pains that have been taken to procure, 
transplant, and propagate the rose, there is one kind 
perpetually blooming around us through the summer 
months, without the aid or interference of man, which 
seems to defy his art to introduce a rival to his own 
unparalleled beauty — the common wild rose ; so lux- 
uriant, that it bursts spontaneously into blushing life, 
sometimes crowning the hoary rock with -a bloomine 
garland, and sometimes struggling with the matted 
weeds of the wilderness, yet ever finding its way to 
the open day, that it may bask and smile, and look up 
with thankfulness to the bright sun, without whose 
rays its cheek would know no beauty so tender, that 
the wild bee which had nestled in its scented bosom 
when that sun went down, returns in the morning and 
beholds the colour faded from its cheek, while by its 
side an infant rose is rising with the blush of a che- 
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rob, unfolding its petals to live its little day* and then^ 
having expended its sweetness, to die like its fair as- 
ters, without murmur or regret Blooming in the ste* 
rile waste, this lovely flower is seen unfolding its fair 
leaves where there is no beauty to reflect its own, and 
thus calling hack the heart of the weary traveller to 
thoughts of peace and joy — reminding him that the 
wilderness of human li^, though rugged and barren 
to the discontented beholder, has also its sweet flow- 
ers, not the less welcome for being unlooked for, nor 
the less lovely for being cherished by a hand unseen* 
There is one circumstance connected with the rose, 
which renders it a more true and striking emblem of 
earthly pleasure than afiy other flower — il bears a 
thorn. While its odorous breath is floating on the sum- 
mer gale, and its blushii^ cheek, half hid amongst the 
Weltering leaves, seems to woo and yet shrink from 
the beholder's gaze, touch hut with adventurous hand 
the garden queen, and you are pierced with her pro- 
tecting thorns : would you pluck the rose and weave 
it into a garland for the broNv you love best, that brow 
will be wounded : or place the sweet blossom in your 
bosom, the thorn will be there. This real or ideal 
mingling of pain and sorrow, with the exquisite beau- 
ty of the rose, afibrds a never-ending theme to those 
who are best acquainted with the inevitable blending 
of clouds and sunshine, hope and fear, weal and wo, 
in this our earthly inheritance. 

With every thing fair, or sweet, or exquisite in this 
world, it has seemed meet to that wisdom which ap- 
points our sorrows, and sets a bound to our enjoy- 
ments, to afiix some stain, some bitterness, or some 
alloy, which may not inaptly be called, in figurative 
language, a thorn. St. Paul emphatically speaks of 
a "thorn in the flesh," and from this expression, as 
well as from his earnestness in having prayed thrice 
that it might be removed, we conclude it must have 
been something particularly galling to the natural man. 



We hear of tbe tborn of ingratitude, the thorn of enrff* 
the thorn of unrequited love — indeed c^ thorns as nu- 
■lerous as our pleasures ; and few there are who can 
look back upon the experience of life, without ac- 
knowledging that every earthly good they have de- 
sired, pursued, or attained, has had its peculiar thorn. 
Who has ever cast himself into the lap of luxury, 
without finding that his couch was strewed with thorns t 
Who has reached the summit of his ambition without 
feeling on that exalted pinnacle that he stood on thorns? 
Who has placed the diadem upon his brow, without 
perceiving that thorns were thickly set within the 
royal circlet? Who has folded to his bosom all that 
he desired of earth's treasures, without feeling that 
bosom pierced with thorns! All that we enjoy in 
this world, or yearn to possess, has this accompani- 
ment The more intense the enjoyment, the sharper 
the thorn ; and those vy|iit have described most feel- 
ingly the inner workings of the human heart, have un- 
failingly touched upon this fact with the melancholy 
sadness of truth. 

Far be it from one who would not willingly fall 
under the stigma of ingratitude, to disparage the na- 
ture, or the number of earthly pleasures — ^pleasures 
which are spread before us without price or limita- 
tion, in our daily walk, and in our nightly rest — ^plea- 
sures which lie scattered around our path when we 
go forth upon the hills, or wander in the valley, when 
we -look up to the starry sky, or down to the fruitful 
earth — pleasures which unite the human family in 
one bond of fellowship, surround us at our board, 
cheer us at our fire-side, smooth the couch on which 
we slumber, and even follow our wandering steps 
long — long after we have ceased to regard them with 
gratitude or joy. I speak of the thorn which ac- 
companies these pleasures not with murmuring or 
complaint I speak of the wounds inflicted by this 
thorn with a living consciousness of their poignancy 
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and anguish; because ezqubite and dear as mere 
earthly pleasures may sometimes be, I would still 
contrast them with such as are not earthly. I would 
cimtrast the thorn and the wound, the disappoint- 
ment and the pain which accompany all such plea- 
sures as are- merely temporal, with the Ailness of hap- 
piness, the peace, and the crown, accompanying those 
wluch are eternal. 
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THE POETRY OF TREES. 



In contemplating the external aspect of nature, 
trees, in their infinite variety of form and foliage, ap- 
pear most important and conspicuous ; yet so many 
are the changes which they undergo from the influ- 
ence of the sun and the atmosphere, that it would be 
useless to attempt to speak of the associations belong- 
ing to this class of natural productions abstractedly, 
and detached from collateral circumstances. What 
^oet, for instance, would describe the rich foliage of 
the summer woods, without the radiance of the sum- 
mer sun; the wandering gale that waves their leafy 
boughs; the mountain side to which their knotted 
roote are clinging; the green valley where they live 
and flourish, safe from raging storms ; and the mur- 
muring stream, over which their branches bend and 
meet. There is, however, a marked distinction in the 
character of difierent trees, and a general agreement 
amongst mankind in the relative ideas connected with 
each particular species. 

It is scarcely necessary to repeat how essential to 
our notions of perfection is the beauty oi fitness — that 
neither colour, form, nor symmetry, nor all combined 
in one object, can command our unqualified admira- 
tion without adaptation; and that the mind, by a sort 
of involuntary process, and frequently unconsciously 
to itself, takes note of the right application of means, 
and the relation of certain causes with their natural 
efiects. Thus, we admire the stately pine upon the 
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mountain, not merely because the eye is gratified I9 
a correspondence between its spiral form pointing up* 
ward towards the sky, and the high projecting pinna* 
cles of rock, unbroken by the steps of time ; but be- 
cause we know that in consequence of this particular 
form, it is peculiarly adapted to sustain without inju- 
ry the tempestuous gales which prevail in those inhos- 
pitable regions where it chiefly grows. There is 
something fierce, bristling, and defensive, in the very 
aspect of the pine; as if it set at naught the hcdlow 
roar of the tempest through its scanty foliage, and 
around its firm, unshaken stem, while it stands like a 
guardian of the mountain wilds, armed at all points, 
and proudly looking down upon the flight of the eagle, 
and the wreaths of wandering clouds that flit across 
the wilderness of untrodden snow. But plant a single 
pine up<M) the gentle slope of a green lawn, amongst 
lilachs, and laburnums, and tender flowering shrubs» 
the charm of association is broken, and the veteran ^ 
the rugged and mountainous waste is shorn of his ho- 
nours; like a patriot chief, submitting himself to the 
polished chains of society at the court of his tyrant 
conqueror. 

The oak, the monarch of the woods, presents to the 
contemplative beholder innumerable associations by 
which his mind is plunged into the profound ideas of 
grandeur, space, and time. We are first struck with 
the majestic form and character of this tree — the mass 
of its foliage, the depth and extent of its shadow, and 
the tremendous power of resistance bodied forth in its 
gnarled and twisted boughs; but above all other con- 
siderations connected with it, we are afiected almost 
with reverence by the lapse of time required to bring 
those prodigious branches to perfection, and the many, 
many tides of human feeling that must ebb and flow, 
before those firmly knotted roots shall yield to th« 
process of decay. In the natural course of medita- 
tion to which such a subject leads, we consider the 
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siiikiiig truth, that while nations have bowed and 
trembled beneath successive tyrants, until by the 
wonted coarse of nature, the terrors of the oppressed 
have given place to the reckless clesperati<Hi that 
works its way, by the overthrow of empires, the de- 
struction of thrones, and the scattering of multitudes — 
while the laws and the religion of half the world have 
been revolutionized, and what was once deemed a 
virtue has gradually become punishable as a crime — 
while sterile wastes have been reclaimed, and ferti- 
lized, and made fruitful, by the power and industry 
of successive generations of men, and arts and com- 
merce have wrought wonders which our unsophisti- 
cated forefathers would have pronounced miraculous 
— ^the same. oak has stood, perhaps at one time the 
witness of Druidical rites, al^nother afibrding shelter 
to the simple and unlettered peasant tending the herds 
of swine that fed upon its falling acorns : until, years 
tilling (m, revolving summers crowning its brow with . 
verdant beauty, and hoary winter scattering that 
beauty to the winds, have left it for our warning, an 
emblem of fallen majesty — its once sturdy boughs no 
sooner attacked by the worm of destruction within, 
than assailed, and torn, and broken by the merciless 
blast without. 

Striking and magnificent as the oak unquestionably 
is in its peculiar attitude and growth, presenting at 
one view the combined ideas of ability to resist tha 
strong, and power to defend the weak, it is yet scarce- 
ly less majestic than beautiful. What a combination 
of gorgeous hues its autumnal foliage displays ! The 
eye of the painter revels in its sombre glory, its bur- 
nished hue, and its wild fantastic garniture of green 
and gold, contrasted with its own hoary stem, and the 
depth of shadow that is thrown by the rays of the 
declining sun in lengthening gloom over the quiet 
earth. 

Nor is it merely with the outward aspect of this 
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tree that our most powerful associatioDs are connected. 
In a nation perpetually exulting in her maritime su- 
premacy, we have learned to regard the oak as form- 
ing a sort of bulwark for the defence of our liberties. 
Thus, the British sailor calls upon his comrades by the 
proud title of « hearts of oak," and England is not 
unfrequently described as being protected iy her 
" oaken walls." 

There are, besides these, many other characters or 
points of consideration, in which we regard the oak 
with feelings of respect, and sometimes with poetical 
interest. Ferhaps it is not least in the scale of im- 
portance, that many ancient and stately apartments, 
dedicated to solemn or religious purposes, are lined 
with panels of the wood of this tree. The same 
wood, beautifully carved and deepened into gloomy 
magnificence by the sombre influence of time, forms 
one of the principal ornaments in many religious houses; 
and when we look back to the customs of our ancei# 
tors, and the station which' they occupied, with that 
respect which we naturally feel for their boasted hos- 
pitality, good cheer, and substantial magnificence, we 
seldom fail to surround them in imagination with good- 
ly wainscoting of oak, to place a log of the same wood 
upon the blazing hearth, and to endow them with 
powers both mental and bodily, firm, stable, and un- 
l>ending as this sturdy tree. 

• Amongst the trees of the forest, the elm* may very 
properly_ be placed next in rank to the oak, from 
its majestic size and importance. Yet the elm has a 
very different character, and consequently excites in 
the contemplative mind a different train of associa- 
tions and ideas. The massive and umbrageous boughs, 
or rather arms of the elm, stretching forth at right 
angles with its stately stem, present to the imagina- 
tion a picture of calm dignity rather than defensive 
power. From the superficial manner in which the 
roots of this tree are connected with the earth, it is 
6* 
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ill calculated to sustain the force of the tempest, and 
is frequently torn from its hold and laid prostrate on 
the ground by the gale, whose violence appears to be 
unheeded by its brethren of the forest. In painting, or 
in ideal picture-making, we plant the elm upon the 
village green, a sort of feudal lord of that little peo- 
pled territory ; or in stately rows skirting the confines 
of the dead, where the deep shadow from its dark 
green foliage falls upon the quiet graves, and the l(»ig 
rank grass, and on the village church, when from her 
gray sides and arched windows she reflects the rays 
of the setting sun, and looks, in her silence and solem- 
nity, like a sister to those venerable trees. There are 
no gorgeous hues in the foliage of the elm, no light 
waving, dancing or glistening amongst its heavy 
boughs. All is grave majesty ; and when we see the 
smoke of the cottage slowly ascending, and clearly re- 
vealed against the sombre darkness of the elm, we 
iJiink of the labourer returning to his evening meal, 
uie birds folding their weary wings, the coo of the 
wood pigeon, the gentle fall of evening dew, the lull 
of winds and waves, the universal calm of nature, 
and a thousand associations rush upon us, connecting 
that lovely and untroubled scene with vast and pro- 
found ideas of solemnity and repose. 

To the willow belongs a character peculiarly its 
own. It has no stateliness, or majesty, or depth of 
shadow, to strike the senses and set the imagination 
afloat ; but this, mournful tree possesses a claim upon 
our attention, as having become the universal badge of 
sorrow, fancifully adopted by the victims of despair, 
and worn as a garland by the broken-hearted. It 
has also a beauty and a charm of its own. It carries 
us in idea to green pastures, and peaceful herds that 
browse in deep meadows by the side of some peaceful 
river, whose sleepy waters, silently gliding over their 
weedy bed, seem to bear away our anxious and con- 
flicting thoughts along with them. Seated by the 
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rode and ancient-looking stem of this tree, we listen 
to the soft whispering of the wind among its silvery 
leaves, and gaze upon the glassy surface of the slow- 
ly moving stream, just rippled here and there by a 
stray branch projecting from the flowery bank, or a 
fiiiry forest of reeds springing up in spite of the cease- 
less and invincible flow of that unfailing tide. We gaze, 
until the precise distinctions of past, present, and fu- 
ture fade away — the ocean of time flows past us like 
that silent river (would it were as unruffled in its real 
course;) and while retaining a dim and mysterious 
consciousness of our own existence, we lose all remem- 
brance of its rough passages, all perception of its pre- 
sent bitterness, and all apprehension of its future perils. 
From* such unprofitable musings, if too frequently in- 
dulged, we awake to a melancholy state of feeling, of 
which the willow has by the common consent of man- 
kind b^ome emblematical. Morbid, listless, and inac- 
tive, we shrink from the stirring necessities of life ; we 
behold the happy flocks still feeding, and almost wish, 
that like them we could be content with a rich pas- 
ture, as the bound of our ambition — like them five, 
die, and be forgotten. The dreamy silence of those 
low damp fields increases our mdancholy, and the pale 
and mournful aspect of the willow, prematurely hoary, 
becomes an emblem of our own fate and condition. 
It grows not erect and stately like the stern elm, 
or bold and free like the waving ash, but stooping 
obliquely over the stream, or, shrinking from its com- 
panions with distorted limbs, tells to the morbid and 
imaginative beholder, a sad tale of early blight, or the 
rough dealing of rude and adverse winds. The loiterer 
still lingers, loath to leave a spot where one bitter root 
may yet remain unappropriated. He listens while he 
lingers, and thinks he hears the willow whispering its 
sorrows to the passing gale. The gale blows more 
freshly, and the willow then seems to sigh and shiver 
with the newly awakened agonies of despair. 
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Thus can the distorted eye of melancholy look on 
every object with a glass of its own colouring, and thus 
it is possible one of our most common and unimport^ 
ant trees, naturally growing in the familiar walks of 
man, in the small enclosure near his door, the green 

Eldock or the luxuriant meadow, may have acquired 
the sanction of feeling, not of reason, its peculiar 
racter as an emblem of sorrow and gloom. 
The weeping willow, as being more gracefully 
mournful, might very properly have claimed that at- 
tention which has been given to the common and ple- 
beian members of its family ; but the weeping willow, 
while it has in this country fewer natural associations, 
is burdened and robbed of its poetic character hy a 
great number of such as are neither natural nor 
pleasing. Could we think of this elegant and pic- 
turesque tree only in its most appropriate situation, 
drooping over the tomb of Napoleon, or could we have 
beheld this tomb itself, without its infinitely multi- 
plied representations in poonah and every other kind of 
painting, we might then have enjoyed ideas and sensa- 
tions connected with it of the most touching and ex- 
quisite nature. But, alas! our first failure in draw- 
ing has been upon the dangling boughs of the weeping 
wUlow; our first sonnet has been addressed to this pa- 
thetic tree; our first flourish in fancy needle- work has 
depicted a white urn delicately stitched with shining 
silk, and long green threads suspended over it, in 
mockery of its drooping branches. But above all, we 
have seen in the square ells of garden fronting those 
tall thin dwellings about town, where a squeezed and 
narrow neighbour jostles up on each side, leaving just 
room enough for a tin verandah, but no space'^to 
breathe or move, still less to think or feel; — we have 
seen, laden with a summer's dust, the countless little 
stunted weeping willows that throw aloft, as if in search 
of purer air, their slender, helpless arms, and would 
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weep, if they could, yea, cry aloud, at this mercilesB 
malappropriatioD of their defenceless heauty. 

These impressions must therefore necessarily he ob- 
literated, and others, less vulgar and profane, he deep- 
ly impressed upon the mind, before the weeping wil- 
low can be established in that rank which it deserves 
to. hold amongst objects whose general associations are 
poetical.* 

Turning from the consideration of such trees as be- 
long to the forest, the field, or the grove, to those 
which are reared and cultivated for domestic pur- 
poses ; we find, even here, a world of ideas and asso- 
ciations, which, if not highly poetical, are fraught with 
the satisfaction of home comforts, and the interest of 
local attachments. In travelling through a fertile 
country, thickly peopled, not with the haggard, rude, 
or careless-looking labourers at the loom, but with a 
quiet and peaceful peasantry, whose delight is in the 
gardens, the fields, and the flocks which their fathers 
tended before them, how beautiful, in the season of 
their blossom, are the numerous orchards, neatly 
fenced in, and studding the landscape all over with 
little islands of rich promise, where the br^htest tints 
of the rose, and the fairest of the lily, mingle with 
odorous perfume in all the luxuriant profusion of na- 
ture ! Again, when the harvest is over, and the 
g(dden fruit, perfected by a summer's sun, is suspend- 
ed in variegated clusters from every bough, how de- 
lightful is tiie contemplation of that rural and pictu- 
resque scene ! — how sweetly the ideas it presents to 
the mind are blended with our love of nature and na- 
tural enjoyments, and our gratitude for the bounty 
and goodness of a gracious Providence. 

Descending to the class of inferior trees, or rather 

• It IB a fact now generally known, that the first weeping wUlow 
grown in England, was planted in Pope's garden at Twickenham, 
and is said to have been sent from Turkey, with a present from hi^ 
friend, tfldyMary Wortley Montague. 
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plants, our poetical associations increase in proportion 
as these are more picturesque, graceful, or parasitic 
cal; and, consequently, are more easily woven into the 
landscape, either real or imaginary, which forms the 
suhject of contemplation. . Amongst such, the common 
wild heath is by no means the least important ; nor 
are we, on first consideration, aware for how large a 
proportion of our admiration of mountain scenery we 
are indebted to the rich purple hue which is thrown 
by this plant over the rugged sides of the hills, 
otherwise too cold and stony in their aspect to gratify 
the eye. With the idea of the heath we connect the 
path of the lonely traveller, or the silence of untrod- 
den wilds; the haunt of the timid moor fowl, the hum 
of the wandering bee, or the gush of unseen water in 
the deep ravines of the mountains, working its way 
amongst the rocks, through moss, and fern, and mat- 
ted weeds, until at length it sparkles up in the clear 
sun-shine, and then goes dancing, and leaping, yet 
ever murmuring, like a pleased but fretful child, on 
—on towards the bosom of the silent lake below. 

But above all other vegetable productions, neither 
trees nor flowers excepted, the ivy is perhaps the most 
poetical. And why ? not merely because its leaves are 
** never sere," nor because it hangs in fanciful festoons, 
glittering yet gloomy, playful yet sad ; but because it 
does what so few things in nature will do — it clings 
to, and beautifies the ruin — ^it shrinks not from the 
fallen column — it covers with its close embrace the 
rugged face of desolation, and conceals beneath its 
rich and shining mantle the ravages made by the 
hand of time — the wreck which the tempest has 
wrought. 

Besides this highly poetical idea, which forces itself 
upon every feeling mind, the ivy has other associations, 
deeply interesting in their character. It requires so 
many years to bring it to the perfection necessary for 
those masses of foliage, and dark recesses of mysteri- 
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ons gloom, which its most picturesque form presents, 
that we naturally connect with this plant the ideas of 
solemnity which are awakened by reflecting on the 
awful lapse of time. The ivy, too, is chiefly seen upcm 
the walls of religious houses, either perfect or ruinous, 
where its heavy clusters of matted leaves, with their 
deep shadow, aflbrd a shelter and a hiding place for 
the bat and the owl, and, in the ideas of the irration- 
al or the too imaginative, for other less corporeal be- 
ings that flit about in the dusky hours of night. Thus, 
the ivy acquires a character of mystery and gloom, 
perhaps, even more poetical than that which strikes 
us when "we see its glittering sprays glancing in the 
clear light of day, or waving in the wind around the 
gray turrets of the ruin, and suggesting that simile 
which has been so frequently the poet's theme, of light 
words and jocund smiles assumed by the broken-heart- 
ed to conceal the withering of the blighted soul. 

It would be useless to proceed farther with this 
minute examination of objects, to each of which a vo- 
lume of relative ideas might be appropriated.. A few 
examples are sufficient to prove, that with this class 
of natural productions, the great majority of minds are 
the same in their associations. Would it might prove 
something better than a mockery of the loveliness of 
nature, thus to examine its component parts, and ask 
why each is charming I Far more delightful would 
be the task of expatiating upon the whole, of roaming 
at will upon the hills and through the woods, and em- 
bracing at one view, in one ecstatic thought, the un- 
speakable harmony which reigns through the creation. 
The pine, the oak, and the elm, may be magnificent 
in themselves— the willow, the heath, and the ivy, 
may each present a picture to the imagination ; but 
what are these, considered separately, compared with 
the ever-varying combination of form and colour, ma- 
jesty and grace, presented by the forest, or the wood- 
land) the doping banks of the river, or the leafy deU, 
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where the round and the massive iSgures are broken 
by the spiral stem, or the feathery foliage that trem- 
bles in the passing gale — where the hues that are 
most vivid, or most delicate, stand forth in clear con- 
trast from the depths of sombre shade — where every 
projecting rock and rugged cleft is fringed with a cur- 
tain of green tracery, and every glassy stream re- 
flects again, in its stainless mirror, the variety and the 
magnificence of the surrounding groves ? Yet what 
are words to tell of the perfection of nature, the glories 
that lie scattered even in our daily path ? And what 
are we, that we should pursue the sordid avocations 
of life without pausing to admire 1 

In order that the harmony of sweet sounds may be 
distinctly perceived and accommodated to the taste, 
there must be a peculiar formation of the human ear ; 
nor is it possible for the poetry of any object, even the 
most beautiful in nature, to be felt or understood with- 
out an answering chord in the human heart. There 
are many rational beings, worthy and estimable in 
their way, altogether insensible to the unseen or spi- 
ritual charm which lies in almost every subject of in*- 
tellectual contemplation; who gaze upon the ivy- 
mantled ruin, and behold nothing more than gray walls 
with a partial covering of green, like the man so apt- 
ly described by Wordsworth, when he says — 

" The primrose by the water's brim, 

A yellow primrose was to him. 

And it was nothing more." 

But there are others, whether happier in this state of 
being it might not be easy to prove, but certainly 
more capable of intense and refined enjoyment, who, 
accustomed to live in a world of thought, and to de- 
rive their happiness from remote and impalpable es- 
sences of things, rather than from things themselves, 
cannot look on nature, nor behold any object with 
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which poetical association holds the most distant con- 
nexion, but immediately a spark in the train of ima- 
gination is kindled, and consciousness, memory, and 
anticipation, heap fuel on the living fire, which glows 
through the expansive soul. 

It is, still to speak figuratively, by the Ught of this 
fire, that they see what is imperceptible to other eyes. 
They can discover types and emblems in all created 
things ; and having received in their own minds deep 
and indelible impressions of beauty and harmony, ma- 
jesty and awe, can recur to those impressions through 
the channels which external things afford, and draw 
from thence a never-failing supply of the purest po- 
etical enjoyment 
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While flowers, and trees, and plants in general, 
afford an immense fund of interest to the contempla- 
tive beholder, the animal kingdom, yet scarcely 
touched upon in these pages, is, perhaps, equally fer- 
tile in poetical associations. From the reflections of 
the melancholy Jacques upon the wounded deer, down 
to the pretty nursery fable of "The Babes in the 
Wood," the same natural desire to associate with our 
own the habits and feelings of the more sensitive and 
amiable of the inferior animals is observable, as well 
in the productions of the sublimest, as the simplest 
poet 

Burns' " Address to a Mouse,'* proves to us with 
how much genuine pathos a familiar and ordinary 
subject may be invested. No mind which had never 
bathed in the fountain of poetry itself — whose re- 
motest attributes had not been imbued with this ethe- 
real principle as with a living fire, could have ven- 
tured upon such a theme. In common hands, a 
moral drawn from a mouse, and clothed in the lan- 
guage of verse, would have been little better than a 
burlesque, or a baby's song at best; but in these beau- 
tiful and touching lines, so perfect is the adaptation 
of the language to the subject — so evident, without 
ostentation, the deep feeling of the bard himself, that 
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the moral flows in with a natural simplicity which 
cannot fail to charm the most fastidious reader. 

Thelines.in which Cowper describes himself as a 
^ stricken deer," are also affecting in the extreme; 
but as my object is not to quote instances, but to exa- 
mine why certain things are pre-eminently poetical, 
we will proceed to the consideration of a few indivi- 
dual subjects; first premising, that animals obtain the 
character of being so in a greater degree in propor- 
tion as we imagine them to possess such qualities as 
are most elevated or refined in ourselves, and in a 
/ess degree as we become familiarized with their bo- 
dily functions: because the majority of our ideas, in 
connexion with them, must then be of a gross mate- 
rial character, just as we m% speak in poetry, of the 
" wild boar of the wilderness,*' while the tame hog 
of the sty is a thing jivholly forbidden. 

The elephant is allowed to be the most sagacious 
of the brute creation; but his sagacity is celebrated 
chiefly in anecdotes of trick and cunning, which qua- 
lities being the very reverse of what is elevated or 
noble in human nature, he possesses, in spite of his 
curious formation and majestic power, little claim to 
poetical interest 

The dog very properly stands next in the scale of in- 
tellect; and so far as faithful attachment is a rare and 
beautiful trait in the character both of man and brute, 
the dog may be said to be poetical; but we are too 
familiar with this animal to regard him with the re- 
verence which his good qualities might seem to de- 
mand. We feed him on crusts and garbage; or we 
see him hungered until he becomes greedy, and 
neglected until he becomes servile, and spurned until 
he threatens a vengeance which he dares not execute. 

The claims of the horse to the general admiration 
of mankind are too well understood to need our no- 
tice here, especially as they have already been exa- 
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mined in a former chapter. To the horse belong no 
associations with ideas of what is gross or mean. His 
most striking attribute is power; and the ardour with 
which he enters into the excitement of the chase, or 
the battle, gives him a character so nearly approach- 
ing to what is most admired in the human species, 
that the ancients delighted to represent this noble 
animal, not as he is, but with distended nostrils, indi- 
cating a courage almost more than animal, with eyes 
animated with mental as well as physical energy, and 
with the broad intellectual forehead of a man. 

The ass is certainly less poetical than picturesque; 
but, still, it is poetical in its patient endurance of suf- 
fering, in its association with the wandering outcasts 
from society, whose ten|^are in the wilderness, and 
whose ^^ lodging is on the cold ground," in its hum- 
ble appetites, and in its unrepining submission to the 
most abject degradation. Let us hope that the pa- 
tience of the ass arises from its own insensibility, 
and that its sufferings, though frequent, are attended 
with little acuteness of sensation; but they are suffer- 
ings still, borne with a meekness that looks so much 
like the Christian virtue, resignation, that, in contem- 
plating the hard condition of this degraded animal, 
the heart is softened with feelings of sorrow and com- 
passion, and we long to rescue it from the yoke of 
the oppressor. 

I have often thought there was something pecu- 
Karly affecting in the character of the young ass — 
something almost saddening to the soul, in its sudden 
starts of short-lived frolic. In its appearance there 
is a strange unnatural mixture of infant glee, with a 
mournful and almost venerable gravity. Its long me- 
lancholy ears are in perfect contrast with its innocent 
and happy face. It seems to have heard, what is sel- 
dom heard in extreme youth, the sad forebodings of 
its latter days; and when it crops the thistle, and 
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sports among the briers, it appears to be with the 
vain hope of carrying the spirit of joy along with it^ 
through the after vicissitudes of its hard and bitter 
lot 

The cow is poetical, not from any quality inhe- 
rent, or even imagined to be inherent in itself, but 
from its invariable association with rich pastures and 
verdant meadows, and as an almost indispensable or- 
nament to pictures of quiet rural scenery. Time was 
when the cow was poetical from her association with 
rosy maidens tripping over the dewy lawn, and vil- 
lage swains tuning the rustic reed; but since the high 
magnifier of modern investigation has been applied 
to pastoral subjects, milkmaids have been pronounced 
to be too homely for the poet's theme; village swains 
have been detected in fustian garments; and both^ 
with their fiocks, and their herds, and with pastoral 
poetry altogether, have been dismissed from the thea- 
tre *of intellectual entertainment. 

Nothing, however, that has yet been effected by 
the various changes to which taste is liable, has de- 
stroyed the poetical character of the deer. Our as« 
soeiations with the deer are far removed from every 
thing gross or familiar; we think of it only as a free 
denizen of the woods, swift in its movements, grace- 
ful in its elastic step, delicate in all its perceptions, 
and tremblingly alive to the dangers which threaten 
it on every hand. We imagine it retiring from the 
broad clear light of day, into the seclusion of the 
mountain glen; stooping in silence and solitude to 
drink of the pure waters in their bubbling and melo- 
dious flow; gazing on through the rocky defile, or in 
amongst the weedy hollows on the banks of the stream, 
with its clear calm eye, that looks too full of love 
and tenderness to be betrayed, yet ever watchful, 
from an instinctive sense of the multiplied calamities 
which assail the innocent and helpless; listening to 
7* 
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the slightest sound of earth or air, the rustling of the 
spray that springs back from the foot of the fairy 
songster, or the fail of the leaf that flickers from bough 
to lM)ugh ; and then — as the zephyr sweHs, and the 
gathering breeze comes like a voice through the leafy 
depths of the forest — bounding over the mossy turf, 
and away along the sides of the mountain — away to 
join the browsing herd, and give them intelligence 
of an approaching, but unseen foe. Or, when the 
chase is ended, and the wounded deer returns to pant 
away its parting breath in the same glen where it 
gambolled upon the dewy grass, a careless and sport- 
ive fawn, he comes back with weary foot and bleed- 
ing bosom, to slake his burning thirst in the same 
fountain where so often he has bathed his vigorous 
and elastic limbs. The woods are still peaceful, the 
birds sing on, regardless of his groans, the stream re- 
ceives the life-blood from his wound, his brethren of 
the faithless herd again are browsing on the distant 
hills, and alone in his mortal agony he weeps and 
dies. 

But of all the animal creation, birds have ever been 
the poet's favourite theme. In the beauty of their 
form and plumage, in their soaring flight, in their 
sensitiveness and timidity, and in the lightness and 
vividness of their movements, there is something to 
our conceptions so intimately connected with spi- 
rituality, that we can readily sympathize with the 
propensity of the imaginative, to imbody, in these 
gentle and ethereal beings, the souls of their departed 
friends; and of the superstitious, to regard them as 
winged messengers laden with the irrevocable decrees 
of an oracular fate. 

It is a curious fact, that, in our ideal personifications 
of angelic forms, we do not perceive that they lose 
any thing of their intellectual or celestial character, 
by having appended to them the entire wings of a 
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bird. Whether, from this association, we have learned 
to consider birds as less material than other animals, 
or whether, from the aerial flight of birds, the artist 
and the poet have learned to represent angelic beings 
as borne along the fields of air on feathery wings, it 
is certain that the capacity of flight loses none of its 
poetical sublimity and grace, by being connected in 
our notions with the only means of which we have 
any knowledge. 

Birds, in their partiality for the haunts of man, of- 
fer a striking appeal to the sensitive and benevolent 
mind. Why should they cast themselves into the 
path of the destroyer, or expose tbeir frail habitations 
to the grasp of his unsparing hand? Is it that they 
feel some " inly touch of love '^ for their imperious 
master, or that they seek from his power what his 
mercy too often denies? or would they ask, in the 
day of their distress, for the sparings of his plenty, 
and pay him back with the rich melody of their sum- 
mer songs? Whatever may be the cause, they flock 
around him, as if the manly privilege of destruction 
had never been exercised upon their defenceless com- 
munity. Yet, mark how well they know the nature 
of creation^s lord. They tremble at his coming, they 
flutter in his grasp, they look askance upon him from 
the bough, they regard him with perpetual suspicion, 
and, above all, some of their species will forsake their 
beloved and carefully constructed habitations, if he 
has but profaned them with his touch. It can be no 
want of parental affection which drives them to this 
unnatural alternative, for how diligently have they 
toiled, with what exquisite ingenuity have they con- 
structed their children's home, how faithfully have 
they watched, how patiently have they waited for 
the fulfilment of their hopes! Yet, in one fatal mo- 
ment, the silken cord that strung together their se- 
cret joys is broken. Another spring may renew their 
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labours and their loves, but they know it not Their 
all was centred in that narrow point, and to them the 
hopes and the labours of a whole life are lost The 
delicacy of perception which enables them to detect 
the slightest intrusion upon the sacred mysteries of 
their nest, gives them a character of acuteness and 
sensibility far beyond that of other animals; and it is 
a wonderful and mysterious instinct which makes 
them resign all they have loved and cherished, even 
when no change is perceptible to other eyes, and 
when it is certain that no injury has been sustained. 
It is a refinement upon feeling, which strikes the 
imagination with a stronrg resemblance to some of 
those mal-occurrences in human life, which divert the 
inner channel of the thoughts and affections, without 
the superficial observer being aware of any change-— 
those lamentable encroachments upon the sacred ness 
of domestic confidence, which, by a word — a look— 
a touch, may at once destroy the blessedness of that 
union, which is nothing better than a degrading bond 
after the spell of its secret charm is broken. 

The nightingale, whose charmed lays have a two- 
fold glory in their native melody, and in the poet's 
song, claims unquestionably the first place in our con- 
sideration; though 1 own 1 am much disposed to think 
that this bird owes half its celebrity to the circum- 
stance of its singing in the night, when the visionary, 
wrapped in the mantle of deep thought, wanders forth 
to gaze upon the stars, and to court the refreshment 
of silence and solitude. It is then that the voice of 
the nightingale thrills upon his ear, and he feels that 
a kindred spirit is awake, perhaps, like him, to sweet 
remembrances, to sorrows too deep for tears, and 
joys for which music alone can find a voice. He 
listens, and the ever-varying melody rises and falls 
upon the wandering wind — he pines for some spiritual 
communion with this unseen being — he longs to ask 
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why sleep is banished from a breast so tuned to bar* 
mony — joy, and joy alone^ it cannot be, which in- 
spires that solitary lay; no, there are tones of tender- 
ness too much like grief, and is not grief the bond of 
fellowship by which impassioned souls are held to- 
gether? Thus, the nightingale pours upon the heart 
of the poet, strains which thrill with those sensations 
that haye given pathos to his muse, and he pays her 
back by celebrating her midnight minstrelsy in song. 
The skylark is, of all the feathered tribe, most 
invariably associated with ideas of rapturous, pure, 
and elevated enjoyment; such as we ourselves had 
glimpses of in early life, wWen the animal excitement 
of childhood, mingling with the first bright dawnings 
of reason, lifted us high into the regions of thought, 
and taught us to spurn at the harsh discipline of real 
life. From flights such as these we have so often 
fallen prone upon the earth, that they have ceasedjo 
tempt our full-fledged powers, and even if the bril- 
liancy of thought remained to lure us on, the animal 
stimulus would be wanting, and we should be con- 
scious of our utter inability on the first attempt to 
soar again. But the memory of this ecstatic feeling 
still remains, and when we think of the aspirations 
of purified and happy spirits, we compare them to 
the upward flight of the lark, or to the boundings of 
that innocent joy which we ourselves have felt, but 
feel no more. And then there is the glad voice^ of 
the lark, that spring of perpetual freshness, pouring 
forth its untiring and inexhaustible melody, 

"Like an unbodied joy whose race b just begun.** 

Who ever listened to this voice on a clear spring 
momii^, when nature was first rising from her wintry 
bed, when the furze was in bloom, and the lambs at 
play, and the primrose and the violet scented the do- 
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Ucioas south wind that came with the glad tidings of 
renovated life — who ever listened to the song of the 
lark on such a nK>rning, while the dew was upon the 
grass, and the sun was smiling through a cloudless 
sky, without feeling that the spirit of joy was still 
alive within, around, and above him, and that those 
wild and happy strains, floating in softened melody 
upon the scented air, were the outpourings of a gra^ 
titude too rapturous for words? 

Nor is it the vocal power of birds which gives us 
the highest idea of their intellectual capacity. Their 
periodical vbitations of particular regions of the globe, 
and the punctuality witn which they go forth on their 
mysterious passage at particular seasons of the year, 
form, perhaps, the most wonderful propensity in their 
nature. It is true that instinct is the spring of their 
actions, and it is possible that they are themselves un- 
conscious of any motive or reason for the important 
change which instinct induces them to make ; but in 
speaking of the poetry of birds, I wish to be under- 
stood to refer to the ideas which their habits natural- 
ly excite, not to the facts which they elicit We 
know that birds are by no means distinguished above 
other animals by their intellectual capacity, but so 
wonderful, so far beyond our comprehension, is the in- 
stinct exhibited in their transient lives, that instead of 
having always in mind the providential scheme which 
provides for the wants and wishes even of the meanest 
insect, we are apt to indulge our imaginations by at- 
taching to the winged wanderers of the air, vague 
yet poetical ideas of their own mental endowments, 
and half believe them to be actuated by a delicacy of 
sense and feeling, in many cases superior to our own. 
Whether this belief, with which the minds of children 
are so strongly imbued, and which lingers about us 
long after we have become acquainted with its falla- 
cy, be any bar to the progress of philosophical know- 
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ledge, 1 am not prepared to say ; but certainly it is the 
very essence of poetical feeling ; and for one visioDary 
who would scruple to kill a bird for dissection because 
it had been the companion of his woodland walks, 
there will remain to be a thousand practical men who 
would care little what strains had issued from that 
throat, if they could but ascertain how the throat 
itself was constructed. It is precisely the same prin« 
ciple which inspires us with the sublimest ideas of 
the majesty of the universe, by imbodying in the stars, 
the mountains, the ocean, or the pealing thunder, soooe 
unseen, but powerful intelligence, that ofiers ibr our 
enjoyment a never-ending companionship in the woods 
and wilds, through an ideal personification of every 
thing sweet and fair. It is this principle which makes 
us hail the periodic^,] return of certain birds, as if they 
had been thinking of vs, and of our fields and gardens, 
in that far distant land, of which they tell no tidings; 
and, taking into consideration the changes of the sea- 
sons, had consulted upon the best means of escaping 
the dangers, of the threatening storm : as if they had 
spread their feeble wings to bear them over the wide 
waste of inhospitable waters from the energy of their 
own hearts, and had come back 'to us from their own 
unchangeable and fervent love. 

K it be poetry to gaze upon the mighty ocean with 
that strange, deep wonder with which we regard the 
manifestations of a mysterious, but concentrated and 
individual power — to feel that he stretches his unfa* 
thomable expanse from pole to pole — that he ruffles 
his foaming mane and rushes bellowing upon the cir- 
cling shore — or that he lies slumbering in his silent 
glory, beneath the blaze of our meridian sun, and 
through the still midnight of the island gardens that 
gem the South Pacific; it 'is not less in unison with 
poetic feeling, nor less productive of ecstatic thought, 
to personify the tre^, and the flowers, and the rip* 
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pliDg streams, and to welcome with gratitude the fairy 
forms and glad voices that come to tell us of returning 
spring. 

Who that has tasted the delights of poetry, would 
be deprived of this power of the imagination to people 
the air and animate the whole creation ? Let the 
critic smile — let the tradesman count his pence, and 
reckon up how little imagination has ever added to 
his store — let the modern philosopher examine the 
leaf, and the flower, and the bird's wing, and pro- 
nounce them equally material and devoid of mind — 
let the good man say that poetry is a vain pursuit^ 
and that these things are not worthy of our r^ard ; I 
maintain that these notions, visionary as they are, 
tend to innocent enjoyment, and that innocent enjoy- 
ment is not a vain pursuit, because it may, and ought 
to inspire us with love and gratitude towards ffim 
who has not only given us a glorious creation to enjoy, 
but faculties to enjoy it with, and imagination to mak^ 
the most of it 

With the swallow we associate the ever-cheering 
idea of returning summer. We watch for its coming, 
and rejoice to hear the merry twittering voice, that 
seems to tell of a life of innocent and careless glee — 
an existence unruffled by a storm. As the summer 
advances, and we seek shelter from the noon-day heat 
in the deep shade of the leafy boughs that wave 
around the margin of the glassy stream, it is here that 
the swallow is not unfrequently our sole companion; 
and ever as we call to remembrance its swift yet 

Graceful flight, we picture it darting from the pendent 
ranches of the willow, stooping to cool its arrowy 
wing upon the surface of the glancing waters, and 
then away, swifter than thought, into mid air, to sport 
one moment with aerial beings. Again it sweeps in 
silence past our feet, over the spiral reeds, around, 
above us, gliding through the shadows, and flickering 
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through the sunshine ; but never resting, and yet never 
weary ; for the spirit that animates its bounding bo- 
som, and stretches forth its giddy wing, is one that 
knows no sleep until light has vanished from the world, 
DO sadness until the sweets of summer are exhausted. 
And then arises that vague mysterious longing for a 
milder sphere — that irrepressible energy to do and 
dare what to mere reason would appear impractica* 
ble ; and forth it launches with its faitbful companions, 
true to the appointed time, upon the boundless ocean 
of infinitude, trusting to it knows not what, yet trust- 
ing still. 

With the cuckoo, our associations are in some re- 
spects the same as with the swallow, except that we 
are in the habit of regarding it simply as a voice ; and 
what a voice ! How calm, and clear, and rich ! How 
full of all that can be told of the endless profusion of 
summer's charms! — of the hawthorn, in its scented 
bloom, of the blossoms of the apple, and the silvery 
waving of the fresh green corn, of the cowslip in the 
meadow, and the wild rose by the woodland path; 
and last, but not least in its poetical beauty, of the 
springing up of the meek-eyed daisy, to welcome the 
fix)t of the traveller, upon the soft and grassy turf. 

Above all other birds, the dove is most intimately 
and familiarly associated in our minds with ideas of 
the quiet seclusion of rural life, and the enjoyment of 
peace and k>ve. This simple bird, by no means re- 
markable for its sagacity, so soft in its colouring, and 
graceful in its form, that we cannot behold it without 
being conscious of its perfect loveliness, is in some in- 
stances endowed with an extraordinary instinct, which 
adds greatly to its poetical interest. That species 
called the carrier pigeon, has often been celebrated 
for the faithfulness with which it pursues its myste- 
rious way, but never more beautifully ihasi in the fol- 
lowing lines by Moore. 

Vol T 8 
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** The bad let loose in extern ikiesy 
When hastening fondly home, 
Ne*er stoops to earth her wing, or flies 
Where idler wanderers roam; 

But high she shoots through air and light. 

Above all low delay, 
HITiere nothing earthly bounds her flight. 

Or shadow dims her way. 

So grant me, God, from every stain 

Of sinful pasaon free. 
Aloft through virtue's piu^r air. 

To steer my flight to thee ! 

No sin to cloud, no lure to stay. 
My soul, as home she springs. 

Thy sunshine on her joyful way. 
Thy freedom on her wings." 



But neither the wonderful instinct of this undeviating 
messenger, nor even the classical association of the 
two wfite doves with the queen of love and beauty, 
are more powerful in awakening poetical ideas than 
the simple cooing of our own wood pigeon, heard 
sometimes in the silent solemnity of summer's noon, 
when there is no other sound but the hum of the 
wandering bee, as he comes laden and rejoicing home, 
when the sun is alone in the heavens, and the cattle 
are sleeping in the shade, and not a single breath of 
air is whispering through the boughs, and the deep 
dark shadows of the elm and the sycamore lie mo- 
tionless upon the earth — or, in the cool evening, when 
the shadows, less distinct, are lengthened out upon 
the lawn, and the golden west is tinging here and 
there the bright green foliage with a brighter hue, 
when the shepherd is numbering his flock, and the 
labourer is returning to his rest, it is then that the 
soft sweet cooing of the dove, bursting forth, as it were, 
from the pure fount of love and joy within its breast. 
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sounds like the lullaby of nature, and diffuses over 
the mind that holy calm which belongs to our best 
and happiest feeling^. 

From the timid moor cock, the " whirring partridge," 
and the shy water fowl that scarcely dares to plume 
its beauteous wing in the moonlight of our autumnal 
evening, when the floods are high, and the wind rushes 
whispering through the long sere grass, down to the 
russet wren that looks *so gravely conscious of the pro- 
prieties of life, there is scarcely one class of the fea- 
thered tribe to which imagination does not readily and 
naturally assign an intellectual, or rather a moral cha- 
racter, associating it with feelings and capabilities, of 
which the little flutterer is (perhaps happily for itself) 
unconscious. The peacock is a striking illustration of 
this fact. The beauty of his plumage is in all proba^ 
bility lost upon him, yet because it consists of that rich 
and gaudy colouring, which is consistent with our no- 
tions of what vanity delights in, and because the 
lengthened garniture of his tail requires that for con- 
venience and repose he should often place himself in 
an elevated situation, he has obtained a character 
which there is little in his real nature to justify, and 
as an emblem of pride, is placed by the side of Juno 
in her regal dignity. This tendency of the mind to 
throw over sensible objects a colouring of its own, is 
also proved by the character which mankind have be- 
stowed upon the robin redbreast, in reality a jealous, 
quarrelsome, and unamiable bird ; yet such is the un- 
obtrusive and meek beauty of its little form, the touch- 
ing pathos of its " still small voice," and the appeals 
it seems ever to be making to the kindness and pro- 
tection of man, that the poet perpetually speaks of^the 
robin with tenderness and love, and even the rude ra- 
vager of the woods spares a breast so lovely, and so 
full of simple melody. 

Birds as well as other animals, owe much of thdr 
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poetical interest to the fabulous part of their history ; 
thus, the pelican is said to feed her young with the 
life-blood flowing from her own bosom, and this unna- 
tural act of maternal affection is quoted by the poet 
as a favourite simile for self-devotion under various 
forms. Of the swan it is said and sung, that in dying 
she breathes forth a strain of plaintive song ; but even 
without this poetical fable, the swan is associated with . 
so much that is graceful and lovely, that we cannot 
think of this majestic queen of the water, sailing forth 
like a snow-white galley on the silver tide, without 
losing ourselves in a romantic dream of lakes and ri- 
vers, and that sylvan scenery which the swan is known 
to frequent 

We have yet given our attention only to those birds 
whose nature and habits are productive of pleasing 
associations. There are others no less poetical, whose 
home is in the desert or the mountain, whose life is in 
the storm or on the field of carnage ; and it is to these 
especially that fabulous history has given importance 
and celebrity. 

For its mysterious and gloomy character, the owl 
is particular distinguished; and such is the grave 
aspect of its countenance, so nearly resembling the 
human face in the' traits which are considered as in- 
dicative of sagacity and earnest thought, that the an- 
cients dignified this bird by making it the emblem of 
wisdom, though there seems to be little in ife real na- 
ture to merit such exaltation. From the extreme 
timidity of the owl, and its habitual concealment from 
the light of day, it is difficult to become familiar with 
its character. We see it sailing forth on expanded 
wings in the gray twilight of the evening, when other 
bir(£ have retired to their nightly rest ; or we behold 
it in the distance a misty speck, half light, half sha- 
dow, just visible in the same proportion, and with the 
same obscurity of outline and colour, as in our infancy 
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we fancied that spiritual beings from another world 
made themselves perceptible in this. Besides which", 
the voice of the owl, as it comes shrieking on the mid- 
night blast, and its mysterious breathings, half sigbi, 
half whispers, heard amongst the ivy wreaths of the 
ruin, all tend to give to this bird a character of sad- 
ness, solemnity and awe. 

The raven, strikingly sagacious and venerable in 
its appearance, is still believed by the superstitious to 
be a bird of ill omen ; and much as we may be dii^ 
posed to despise such prc^nostications as the flight, or 
the cry of different birds, there is something in the 
habits, but especially in the voice of the raven, which 
gives it a strange and almost fearful character. It 
seems to hold no communion with the joyous spirits, to 
have no association with the happy scenes oil earth ; 
but leads a lengthened and unsocial life amongst the 
gloomy shades of the venerable forest, in the deep re- 
cesses of the pathless mountain, or on the rocky sum- 
mit of the beetling crag that overlooks the ocean's 
blue abyss; and when it goes forth, with its sable 
pinions spread like the wings of a dark angel upon 
the wind, its hoarse and hollow croak echoes from 
rock to rock, as if telline, in those dreary and appal- 
ling tones, of the fleshly least to which it is hastening, 
of the death-pangs of the mountain deer, of the cry 
of the perishing kid, and of the bones of the ship- 
wrecked seaman whitening in the surge. 

To the eagle mankind have agreed in assigning a 
sortof regal character, from the majesty of his bearing, 
and the proud pre-eminence he maintains amongst 
the feathered tribe; from the sublimity of his chosen 
home, far above the haunts of man and meaner ani- 
mals, from the self-seclusion in which he holds him- 
self apart from the general association of living and 
familiar things, and from the beauty and splendour of 
bis sagacious eye, which shrinks not from the daz- 

8* 
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sling glare of the sun itself. Innumerable are the 
fables founded upon the peculiar habits of this bird, 
all tending to exalt him in the scale of moral and in* 
tellectual importance; but to the distinction conferred 
upon him by the ancients when they raised him to a 
eompanionship with Jove, is mainly to be attributed 
the poetical interest with which his character is uni- 
Torsally invested. 

There are many birds whose peculiar haunts and 
habits render them no less useful to the painter than 
the poet, by adding to the pictorial effect of his land* 
scape. In the sheet of crystal water which skirts 
the nobleman's domain, and widens in front of bis 
castellated halls, we see the stately swan; on the shady 
margin of the quiet stream, imbosomed in a copes- 
wood forest, the shy water hen; the jackdaw on the 
old gray steeple of the village church; and a com- 
pany of rooks winging their social way, wherever 
the scenery is of a peaceful, cultivated, or rural cha- 
racter. By these means our inimitable Turner de- 
lights to give his pictures their highly poetical cha- 
racter. The heron is one of his favourite birds, and 
when it stands motionless and solitary upon a bro- 
ken fragment of dark rock, looking down into the 
clear deep water, with that imperturbable aspect of 
never-ending melancholy w^hich mark^ it out as a 
fit accompaniment of wild and secluded scenery, we 
feel almost as if the genius of the place were personi- 
fied before us, and silent, and lonely, and unfrequent- 
ed as these wilds may be, that there is at least one 
spirit which finds companionship in their solitude. 
^ But above all other birds, the seagull, as it diver- 
sifies the otherwise monotonous aspect of the ocean, 
is an essential accompaniment to every representa- 
tion of a sea view. Had the colour of this bird been 
red or yellow, or almost any other than what it is, 
it would have broken the harmony of the picture; 
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but its breast is of the foam of the ocean waves, and 
the misty hue of its darker plamage is like the blend- 
ing of the vapoury clouds with the cold blue of the 
deep sea below. Not only in its colouring, but in , 
the wild gracefulness of its movements, in its shrill 
cry, in its swift and circling flight, and in the reck- 
less freedom with which it sails above tl^ drear 
abyss, its dark shadow reflected in the hollow of the 
concave waters, and its white plumage flashing like 
a gleam of light, or like the ocean spray, from rock 
to rock, it assimilates so entirely with the whole cha- 
racter of the scene, that we look upon it as a living 
atom separated from the troubled and chaotic ele- 
ments, a personification of the spirit of the storm, a 
combination of its foam and its darkness, its light 
and its depth, its swiftness and its profound solem- 
nity. 

Inferior to birds in their pictorial beauty, though 
scarcely less conducive to poetical interest, are the 
various tribes of insects that people the earth and 
animate the air; but before turning our attention to 
these, it may be well to think for a moment in what 
manner the poet's imagination is affected by fishes 
and reptiles. Of the poetry of fishes little can be 
said. Two kinds only occur to me as being familiar 
in the language of poetry, and conducive to its figu- 
rative charm — the flying fish and the dolphin. The 
former, in its transient and feeble flight, has been 
made the subject of some beautiful lines by Moore; 
and because of the perpetual dangers which await it 
from innumerable enemies, both in sea and air, it is 
often adopted as a simile for the helpless and perse- 
cuted children of earth; while the dolphin, from the 
beauty of its form, and the gorgeous colours which 
are said to be produced by its last agonies, is cele- 
brated in the poet's lay as an emblem of the glory 
which shines most conspicuously in the hour of death. 
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- parting^ day 



Diet like the dolphin, whom each pang imbues 

With a new colour, as it gasps away: 
The last still loveliest, till, — 'tis gone — and all is gray!" 

Btboit. 

In fearful pre-eminence amongst those animals 
commonly considered repulsive and degraded, is the 
serpent^ whose history is unavoidably associated with 
the introduction of sin and sorrow into the world. 
Whether from this association, or from an instinctive 
horror of its ^^ venomous tooth/' it is certain that the 
serpent is more generally dreaded, and more loathed, 
even by those who do not fear it, than any other 
living thing; and yet how beautiful is its sagacious 
eye, how rich and splendid its colouring, how deli- 
cate the tracery of net-work thrown all over its gloa- 
sy scales, how graceful and easy its meandering 
movements, as it winds itself in amongst the rustling 
grass, how much like one of the fairest objects in na- 
ture, a clear blue river wandering through a distant 
valley! Yet all these claims to beauty, which the 
serpent unquestionably possesses, entitle it the more 
to the contempt and abhorrence of mankind, by ob- 
taining for it the character of insinuating guile, which 
the allurements it is recorded to have practised upon 
our first mother seem fully to confirm. 

The toad, save for the " precious jewel in his 
head,'' can scarcely be called poetical, though not un- 
frequently found in verse as a striking similitude for 
the extreme of ugliness, as well as for a despicable 
proneness to grovel in what is earthly and most ab- 
horrent to our finer feelings, from its frequenting 
low, damp, unwholesome places, the banks of stag- 
nant pools, or the nettles and long grass that wave 
over the gloomy and untrodden ground where the 
dead lie sleeping in their silent rest 

The snail has certainly no strong claims to poeti- 
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cal merit; yet we often find it serving the purpose of 
simile and illustration, from its tardy movements, 
and the faculty it has of carrying about its home, into 
which it shrinks on the first touch of the enemy. 
And even the lowly worm has some title to the po- 
et's regard, because of its utter degradation, and the 
circumstance of its being, of all living things, most 
liable to injury, at the same time that it is one of the 
least capable of resistance or revenge. 

Passing slightly over the multitudinous family of 
insects, we leave the beetle to his evening flight — 
the grasshopper, whose merry chirp enlivens the way- 
side traveller — the bee, perhaps the most poetical of 
any, from his opposite qualities of collecting honey 
and difiusing poison — the locust, whose plagues are 
often commemorated — the hornet, to whose stings 
Milton describes Samson as comparing the accumu- 
lated agony of his own restless thoughts — the glow- 
worm, whose feebly light is like a fairy star, beamins 
upward from a world upon which all other stars look 
down — and the canker-worm, whose fatal ravages 
destroy the bloom of youth, and render void the pro- 
digality of summer — passing over all these and many 
more, in which we recognise the familiar companions 
of the poet, we turn our attention to the butterfly and 
the moth, as being most associated with refined and 
agreeable ideas. 

The butterfly is like a spiritual attendant upon the 
poet's path, whether he dreams of it as an emblem ot 
the soul, fluttering around the fair form of Psyche, or 
beholds it in no less beautiful reality, sporting from 
flower to flower, and teaching him the highest intel- 
lectual lesson — to gather sweets from all. 

We are apt in our childhood to delight in the le- 
gendary tales of fairy people inhabiting the groves, 
the gardens, or the fields, and regard with an interest 
almost superstitious, that mysterious circle of dark 
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men verdure that remains from year to year mark- 
mg the enchanted spot, where once they were helieved 
to hold their midnight revels. Butterflies, in their 
exquisite colouring, their airy movements, and ephe- 
meral lives, exhibit to the imaginative beholder no 
slight resemblance to these ideal beings, as they glide 
through the scented atmosphere of the parterre, nes- 
tle in the velvet leaves of the rose, or touch without 
soiling the snowy bosom of the lily. 

The butterfly is also strikingly emblematical of that 
delicacy which shrinks from communion with all that 
is rude or base. Touch but its gorgeous wings, and 
their beauty falls away — immure the woodland wan- 
derer in captivity, and it pines and dies — let the 
breath of the storm pass over it, an<f in an instant it 
perishes. 

The moth is less splendidly beautiful than the but- 
terfly. It has a graver character, and seeks neither 
the sunshine nor the flowers of summer; yet it is lia- 
ble to be destroyed by the same degree of violence. 
Supported by the same slight thread of life, and 
scarcely perceptible amongst the evening shadows, 
except as an animated speck of moving mist, it yet 
possesses one striking characteristic, of which the poet 
fails not to avail himself-— a tendency to seek the 
light, even when that light must prove fatal to its 
own existence. How many poetical ideas has this 
simple tendency excited ! But enough on this fertile 
theme. The reader will doubtless be better pleased 
to examine the subject farther for himself, than to 
have additional instances of the poetry of animals 
placed before his view. 

It is sufficient to add, in continuation of this subject, 
that without allowing ourselves time and opportunity 
to study the nature and habits of animals, we can 
never reaWj jfeel that they constitute an important 
part of the world which we inhabit We may read 
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of them In books, and even be able to class them ac- 
cording to their names and the genera to which they 
belong, but they will not enter into our hearts as 
members of the brotherhood of nature, claiming kin- 
dred with ourselves, and entitled to our tenderness 
and love. Those who have known this fellowship in 
early life will never lose the remembrance of it to 
their latest day, but will continue to derive from it 
refreshment and joy, even as they tread the weary 
paths that lead through the dark passage of a sordid 
and troubled existence. The difference between those 
who study nature for themselves, and those who only 
read of it in books, is much the same as between those 
who travel, and those who make themselves acquaint- 
ed with the situation of different countries upon a 
map. The mind of the traveller is stored with asso- 
ciations of a moral and intellectual character, which 
no map can suggest; and he who occasionally resigns 
his soul to the genuine influence of nature as it is seen 
and felt in the external world, will lay up a rich store 
of deep and precious thought, to be referred to for 
amusement and consolation through the whole of his 
after life. 

Had Pope, our immortal poet, not cultivated this 
intimate and familiar acquaintance with the nature 
and habits of animals, he would never have thought 
them of suflicient importance to be made instrumen- 
tal in conveying the following severe, yet just reproof 
to man. 

«« Has God, thou fool! work'd solely for thy good! 
Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food! 
Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 
For him as kindly spreads the flow'ry lawn. 
Is it for thee the lark ascends and sings? 
Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings. 
Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat? 
Loves of his own, and raptures, swell the note. 
The bounding steed you pompously bestride. 
Shares with hb lord the pleasure and the pride. 
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U thine alone the seed that strews the plain? 
The birds of heaven shall yindicate their grain. 
Thine the full harvest of the golden year? 
Part pays, and justly, the deserving steer.** 



( w ) 



THE POETRY OF EVENING. 

AscBNDiNo inihe scale of poetical interest, the seasons 
might not improperly occupy the next place in our re- 
gard, had they not alreacfy been especially the theme of 
one of our ablest poets. To describe the feelings which 
the seasons in their constant revolutions, are calculated 
to excite, would therefore only be to recapitulate the 
language and insult the memory of Thomson. There 
is one circumstance, however, connected with this sub- 
ject which demands a moment's attention here. It is 
the preference for certain seasons of the year evinced 
hy diflferent persons, according to the tone or temper- 
ament of their own minds. There are many tests 
by which human character may be tried. In an- 
swering the simple question, "which is your favourite 
season?" we often betray more than we are aware oif 
at the time, of the nature of our own feeUngs and 
character. It is no stretch of imagination to believe, 
certainly no misstatement of fact to say, that the young 
and the innocent (or the good, who resemble both) 
almost invariably make choice of spring as their fa- 
vourite season of the year; while the naturally mor- 
bid and melancholy, or those who have made them- 
selves so by the misuse of their best faculties, as in- 
variably choose autumn. Why so few make choice of 
summer is not easy to say, unless the oppressive sense 
of heat is too powerful in its influence upon the body 
to allow the mind to receive any deeply pleasurable 
sensations, or because during the summer there is such 
a constant springing up of beauty, such an unceasing 
Vol. L 9 
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tapply of vigour in the animal and vegetable world, 
that our ideas of spring are carried on until the com- 
mencement of autumn. There are a still smaller num- 
ber of individuals who venture to say they love the 
dark days of winter, because, in order to find our great- 
est enjoyment in this season, we must possess a fund 
of almost uninterrupted domestic happiness, and few 
there are who can boast of this inestimable blessing; 
few indeed who, when thrown entirely upon the re- 
sources which their own hearts, their own homes, or 
their own families afibrd, do not sometimes wish to 
' escape, if only to enjoy the refreshment of green fields^ 
free air, and sunny skies. 

The good and the happy, the ^young and the inno- 
cent, whose hearts are full of hope, find peculiar 
gratification in the rich promise of spring, in the 
growth and perfection of plants, the rejoicing of the 
animal creation, and the renovated beauty of univer- 
sal nature. There is within themselves a kind of 
sympathy, by which they become a part of the har- 
monious whole, a grateful trust which accords with 
this promise, a springing up and growth of joyful ex- 
pectation, which keeps pace with the general progress 
of the natural world, and echoes back a soul-felt re- 
sponse io the voice which tells of happiness. 

How difierent in all, except their power over the 
feelings, are the sympathies which are called forth by 
the contemplation of autumft ! The Keauty or rather 
the bloom of nature, is then passing away, and the 
gorgeous and splendid hues which not unfrequently 
adorn the landscape remind us too forcibly of that 
mournful hectic which is known to be a fatal precur- 
sor of decay. Every thing fades around us like our 
own hopes ; summer with her sprightliness has left us, 
like the friends of our youth; while winter, cold winter, 
comes apace; alas! too like the chilling prospect that 
lies before us in the path of life. Thus, imagination 
multiplies our gloomy associations, and rendei's autumn 



THE POSTR7 OF EVEITIKO. 99 

(ht reason best beloved by the morbid and cheerieas^ 
for very sympathy with its tendency to feide. 

He who knew, perhaps better than any other man, 
the depth and the intensity of the mind's wonst mala* 
dy, tells us that — 

•* The g^lance of melancholy is a fearful gift;** 

and fearful indeed, is that insatiable appropriation to 
her own gloomy purposes with which melancholy en- 
dows her victims. Fearful would it be to read and 
sinful to write, how melancholy can distort the fairert 
picture, extract bitterness from all things sweet and 
lovely, darkness from light, and anguish — ^unmitigable 
anguish — from what was beneficently intended to 
beautify and to bless. 

Each day, also, has its associations, so nearly resem- 
bling those of the seasons, that it will not be necessanr 
to examine in their separate characters the natural di* 
vinons of morning, noon, evening, and night. But 
evening, as being universally allowed to be highly 
poetical, may justly claim a large share of our atten- 
tion. 

^ Nov came still evening on, and twilight gray 
Had in her sober Uveiy all things clad." 

These words occur immediately to every poetical 
mind on the first consideration of this solemn and love- 
ly hour. Indeed, they occur so familiarly, thjit, if it 
Were possible they could lose their charm, it would al- 
ready have been destroyed hj frequency of repeti- 
tion. But these two lines contain within themselves a 
volume of poetic feeling, that will live imperishable 
and unimpaired, so long as the human mind shall re- 
tain its highest and purest conceptions of the nature 
of real poetry. The very words have a resemblance 
to the general lull of nature gently sinking into the 
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sii^ce of night — ** Now came still evening on ;** " twi- 
light gray " presents as with more than a picture—* 
with a feeling — a distinct perception of thin shadows, 
and white mists gradually blending together ; and the 
last line completely imbodies in a few simple words, 
our ideas of the all-pervading influence of evening, 
with its universally tranquilliaing, s<demn and myste* 
rious power. 

The mystery of twilight is not the least charm it 
possesses to an imaginative and poetic mind. From 
the earliest records a£ intelligent beings, we learn that 
mystery has ever been inconceivably powerful in its 
influence upon the human mind. All fake religions 
have beeo built upon this foundation, and even the 
true has its mysteries, for which we reverence it the 
more. Those subjects which excite the deepest ve- 
neration and awe, strike us with an indefinite sense 
of sometiiing which we do not — which we cannot, un* 
der^nd; and the throne of the monarch, by being 
veiled from vulgar eyes, is thus invested with a mys- 
tery to which it is greatly indebted for its support. 
Were all mankind clearly convinced of the inestimable 
value of true virtue, were they all noble, generous, 
and devoted, and were all sovereigns immaculate, they 
might then go forth amongst their people, defended 
only by their own dignity, supported only by the afiec- 
tion and esteem of their subjects. But since we have 
learned in these degenerate times that kings are but 
men, and since there ^re base natures abroad, ever 
ready to lay hold of and expose the slightest proof of 
fallibility in their superiors, it is highly necessary to 
the maintenance of regal majesty, that the sovereign 
should be raised above the cc^nizance of vulgar pe- 
netration ; that properly initiated members should con- 
stitute the court, within whose penetralia the igno- 
rant and common herd are not permitted to intrude ; 
and that in order to give the mandate which issues 
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from the throne, the awful solemnity of an oracle^ its 
irrevocable veto i^ould be uttered unseen. 

It next becomes our business to inquire how myste- 
ry possesses this power to fascinate the strongest mind, 
ana to lead captive the most tumultuous passions. 

Along with mystery^ there is invariably some de- 

free of excitement ; and excitement, if we may judge 
y the general conduct and pursuits of mankind, is, 
when not extended so as to create a feeling of pain, 
a universally delightful sensation. In peaking of a 
love of excitement, those who look gloomily upon hu- 
man nature, are apt to describe it as a defect ; but 
would it not be more' philosophical^ as well as more 
consistent with a grateful disposition, to regard this 
principle as having been implanted in our nature to 
stimulate us to exertion, and to render the various oc- 
cupations of life a succession of pleasing duties, rather 
than of irksome toils 1 

That excitement is uniformly the accompaniment 
of mystery, is owing to this cause : mystery is not the 
subject of any one particular train of ideas, nor can it 
exclusively occupy the reasoning powere, for waiit of 
something tangible to lay hold of; but while the senses 
or the feelings are strongly affected by that which is 
new, or strange, or fearful, or magnificent, it opens a 
field in which all the faculties of the mind, set at li- 
berty from physical restraint, may rush forth to expa* 
tiate or combat, without any one gaining the ascen- 
dency. Sometimes fear for a moment takes the lead, 
but the want of sufficient proof or fact to establish any 
definite cause of alarm, encourages hope ; love peoples 
the unfathomable void with creatures of its own for- 
mation ; or hate, revenge, and malice wreak their fury 
upon they know not what ; while imagination, the so- 
vereign queen of mystery, reigns supreme and undis- 
turbed over her own aerial realm. Thus does mys* 
tery afford illimitable scope for the perpetual activity 
and play of all the thoughts or pstssions of which we 

9* 
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are capable. By allowing liberty of operation to all, 
the violence of each is neutralized, and hence tbe 
power of mystery over the mind of man. 

It may be argued, that mystery has often been the 
means of exciting the most violent passions, such as 
fear or superstition. Mystery has unquestionably been 
made by artful men the means of exciting the curiosi- 
ty, and arresting the attention of their deluded follow- 
ers ; and thus rendering them more willing and ser- 
vile recipients of false views, or base desires. But in 
order that either fear or superstition should be ex- 
cited to any violent degree, it must have been neces- 
sary ta dissolve the veil of mystery, and reveal dis- 
tinctly some palpable object of dread, or subject of 
mistaken worship. 

But to return from this digression to the more 
pleasing consideration of that delightful hour of day, 
which brings to every creature the most powerful 
and indissoluble associations with what it loves best. 

« Home to the weaiy, the hungry cheer. 
To the young bird its mother's brooding wings." 

Before the mystery of evening, if not in a higher 
degree, we are charmed with its repose. The still- 
ness that gradually steals over the creation extends to 
our own hearts. Passion is lulled, and if we are not, 
we long to be at rest. 

** 1 will return at the close of day," says the wan- 
derer as he goes forth ; and in the evening we begin 
to listen for his welcome, though weary step. " It is 
but another day of toil," says the labourer as he brush- 
es away the morning dew, " In tbe evening I shall 
rest again ;" and already his children are watching at 
the cottage door, and his wife is preparing his evening 
meal. All day the rebellious child has resisted the 
chastisements of love ; but in the evening his soul is 
subdued, and he weeps upon his mother's bosom. We 
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can appease the yeariUDgs of the heart, a^d drive 
a^ay reflection — nay, we can live without sympathy, 
until evening steals around our path, and tells us with 
a voice which makes itself be heard, that we are 
akwe. In the freshness of morning, and through all ^ 
the stirring occupations of busy noon, man can forget 
his Maker ; but in the solemn evening hour he feeb 
that he is standing in the presence of his God. In the 
day-time we move on with the. noisy multitude, in 
their quest of sordid gain, or we wear without wean* 
ness or complaint the gilded chains which bind down . 
the soul, or we struggle against the tide of time and 
circumstance, battling with straws, and spending our 
strength in fruitless warfare ; but in the evening we 
long to find a path where the flowei's are not tranw 
pled down by many feet, to burst the degrading bonds 
of custom, and to think and feel more like immortal 
bdngs ; we see the small importance of those contest* 
ed points about which so many parties are at war, and 
we become willing to glide on with the stream, with* 
out fretting ourselves about every weed or feather on 
its surface ; esteeming peace of mind and goodwill to» 
wards men far before the defence of any particular 
set of opinions, or even the establishment of our own. 
Evening is the time for remembrance ; for the pow* 
ers of the mind having been all day in exercise, still 
retain their activity, and being no longer engaged in 
necessary or worldly pursuits, branch out into innu* 
merable associations, from things present and visible, 
to those which are unseen and remote, and which but 
for such associatioqs might have been forgotten. The 
evening melody of the birds, stealing gently upon the 
humid air, and heard more distinctly than their noon- 
day song, calls up the image of some friend with whom 
we have Ibtened to that sound 5 nor can -we pursue 
our wonted evening walk without being reminded by 
the very path, the trees, the flowers, and even the at- 
mosphere, of that familiar interchange of thought and 
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feeling, never enjoyed in such perfection as at tbe 
close of day. fiut, above all other ideas connected 
with this hour, we love the repose of evening. Every 
living creature is then sinking to rest, darkness is 
stealing around us like a nii«ty curtain, a dreamy lan- 
guor subdues our harsher feelings, and makes way for 
tbe flow of all that is tender, affectionate, or renned. 
It is scarcely possible to muse upon this subject with- 
out thinking of the return of the wanderer, the com- 
pletion of labour, the folding of the weary wing, the 
closing of innocent eyes in peaceful slumber, the ves- 
per hymn, and the prayer or thanksgiving with which 
every day should be closed. 

How is it, that when there is so much even in ex- 
ternal nature to remind ungrateful man of his duty, 
he should be backward in ofiering that tribute which 
is due to the Author of all his blessings ? Is it so 
hard a thing to be thankful for the bountiful sun, 
when we see what a train of glory goes along with 
his departing light? For the gentle and refreshing 
dews which come with timely nourishment to the dry 
and drooping plants? For those very plants, and 
their unspeakable utility and beauty ? For all that 
the eye beholds of loveliness or magnificence, or that 
the ear distinguishes of harmony ? But above all, for 
that unwearied sense of enjoyment with which it is 

nible for man to walk through the creation, ren- 
Dg thanks to his Creator at every step. 
Far be it from the writer of these pages to advo- 
cate the vain philosophy of past ages — the vague no- 
tion long since discarded from the rational world, that 
the contemplation of the grandeur, beauty, or even 
perfection of the universe, is sufiicient of itself to lead 
the heart to Grod. I speak of such contemplation as 
being the natural and suitable exercise of an inunor- 
tal mind, and of the glories of creation as corrobo- 
rating evidence that a gracious wiU has designed the 
mystery of our being, and that a powerful hand con^- 
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tinaes to uphold the world which we inhabit I 
speak of the soothing calm of evening, not with the 

Sueiile notion that mere sentimental musing is con* 
ucive to the vitality of the true spirit of Christia-i 
nity — that spirit which is compelled to engage in 
active warfare with the world, and sometimes to 
maintain its stand amidst all that is repulsive to 
the poetic mind; but I speak of the evening hour as 
a season of repose and wholesome refreshment to this 
spirit, and of all other enjoyments derived from the 
admiration of nature as lawAil, natural, and highly 
conducive to the feeling of thankfulness which unfi^iU 
Ipgly perv^d^ the pquI of the tru§ C^risti^tni 
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THE POETRY OF THE MOON. 

To write a chapter on the moon, appears, at first 
sight, a task no less presumptuous in itself, than inevi- 
tably fruitless in its consequences — fruitless as regards 
that kind of interest which on behalf of the queen of 
night has been called forth and sanctified by the high- 
est powers of genius, as well as abused and profaned 
by the lowest. To apostrophize the moon, even in 
the most ecstatic lays, would, in the present day, be 
little less absurd than to attempt 

** To gfild refined ffold, to paint the lily, 
To throw a perfume o*er the violet, 
To smoothe the ice, or add anotlier hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with lantern light 
To seek the beauteous eye of Heayen to garnish." 

Yet in order to prove that the moon is of all natu- 
ral and sensible objects, pre-eminently poetical, no 
other facts need be adduced than these; that all the 
effusions of disordered fancy which have been offered 
at her shrine, since first the world began, have not 
deprived the queen of night of one iota of her regal 
dignity; not all the abortive efibrts of deceptive 'art, 
(and not a few have presented a mockery of her ini- 
mitable beauty,) have, in the slightest degree impaired 
the charm of her loveliness; not all the allusions of 
sickly sentiment, or vulgar affectation, have sullied her 
purity ; nor hafve all the scenes of degradation, fraud, 
or cruelty, which her mysterious light has illuminated, 
been able, even in these clear-sighted and practical 
times, to render less solemn and imposing, that soul- 
pervading influence, with which the moon is still ca- 
pable of inspiring those who have not entirely subdued 
or sacrificed the tender, generous, or sublime emotions 
of their nature. 

In power, and majesty, and glory, the sun unques- 
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tionably claims our regard before all other objects of 
creation. But the sun is less poetical than the moon, 
because his attributes are less exclusively connected 
with our jnental perceptions. By combining the idea 
of heat with that of light, our associations become 
more sensitive and corporeal, and consequently less 
refined. The light of the sun is also too clear, and too 
generally pervading in its nature, to be so poetical as 
that of the moon. It leaves too little for the imagina- 
tion. All is revealed to the eye; and myriads of dif- 
ferent objects being thus made distinctly visible, the 
attention wants that focus of concentration which 
gives intensity and vividness to all our impres- 
sions. ^ 

" But the stars,*' some may ask, " are they not suf- 
ficiently distant and magnificent for sublimity — mild 
enough for purity — beautiful enough for love?'* 
Yes; but they are too distant — too pure — too cold for 
human love. Thiey come not near our troubled world, 
they smile not upon us like the moon. We feel that 
Ihey are beautiful. We behold and admire. No 
wonder that tlie early dwellers upon earth should 
have been tempted to behold and worship. But one 
thing is wanting, that charm, whether real or ideal, 
which connects or seems to connect, our mental suf- 
ferings, wants, and wishes, with some high and un- 
attainable source of intelligence — the charm of sym- 
pathy. Thousands of purified and elevated minds 
have expatiated upon the stars as the most sublime of 
all created objects, and so unquestionably they are;* 
but sublimity is not all that constitutei^ihe essence of 
poeti<s feeling. The spirit of poetry dwells not al- 
ways in the high and distant heavens, but loves to 

• Every one dispoaed to doubt this truth, may find full convic- 
tion by reading in Montgomery's Lectures on Poetry, a few pages 
devoted to this subject; perhaps the most poetical effusion that ever 
flowed from an eloquent pen, inspired by a refined imagination, a 
highly gifted mind, and a devout spirit. 
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vary its existence by the enjoyment of tender and 
home-felt delights. Thus, we are not satisfied, even 
in our highest intellectual pursuits, unless we find 
something to approprait^, and call our own; and thus 
while we admire the stars as splendid portions of the 
heavens, we both admire and love the moon, because, 
still retaining her heavenly character, she approaches 
nearer to our earth. We cannot look upon the stars 
without being struck with a sense of their distance, 
their unattainable height, the immeasurable extent of 
space that lies between the celestial fields which they 
traverse with a perpetual harmony of motion, and 
the low world of petty cares where we lie grovelling. 
But the moon — the placid moon, is just high enough 
for sublimity, just near enough for love. So benign, 
and bland, and softly beautiful is her ever-beaming 
countenance, that when personifying, as we always 
do, the moon, she seems to us rather as purified than 
as having been always pure. We feel as if some fel- 
lowship with human frailty and sufiering had brought 
her near us, and almost wonder whether her seasons 
of mysterious darkness are accompanied with that 
character of high and unimpeachable dignity which 
attends her seasons of light Her very beams, when 
they steal in upon our meditations, seem fraught with 
tenderness, with charity, and love; so that we natu- 
rally associate them in our own minds, not so much 
with supernatural perfection, as with that which has 
been refined and sublimated by a moral process. 
We call tx) remembrance the darkest imputation ever 
cast upon the moon, in those dark times when to be 
a goddess was by no means to be free from every 
-moral stain; and then, in fanciful return for all her 
sweet, and cheering, and familiar light, we som'e^ 
times offer a sigh of pity to the vestal Dian, that she 
should have paid so dearly for having loved but once, 
and that with so pure a flame, that it disturbed not 
the dreams of a slumbering shepherd boy. 
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To prove that the moon is of all visible objects the 
most poetical, there needs no other evidence than the 
number of poetic lays in which she has been celebrated. 
The merit of these lays is proof of a totally different 
nature, and hsus nothing to do with the case in point; 
the inspiration being in the moon herself — ^the virtue 
of that inspiration in the souls of her votaries. Here 
however we find additional, and perhaps stronger proof 
of the same fact ; for not only have poets of every agejj 
and every country, found in the queen of night a never- 
tiring theme ; but she has unquestionably the honour 
of having called forth some of the most memorable, 
and most brilliant effusions of poetic genius. To quote 
illustrative passages on this subject would be to fill 
volumes, and to make selections would be almost im- 
possible, amongst instances so numerous and so fraught 
with interest ; but there is one scene in the-Merchant 
of Venice which deserves particular notice, for the 
natural and simple manner in wjiich the poet has given 
us the most perfect idea of an exquisite moonlight 
night, apparently without effort, and almost without 
description. It is where the two lovers, escaped from 
danger and suspicion, first find time and opportunity 
for the quiet enjoyment which is best appreciated 
after imminent risk. In this picture (for it is nothing 
less) we behold most strikingly the master hand by 
which the scene is drawn. Here is no babbling ^ about 
silver rays,' ^soft influence,' or ^smiling light;' the 
passage commences merely with — *The moon shines 
bright ;' and then so perfect is the enjoyment of the 
lovers, both in each other and in all that surrounds 
them, that they immediately strike off comparisons 
between that particular night, and others that have 
been vividly impressed upon their imaginations, not 
by observation, but by passages from (perhaps their 
fiivourite) authors, where the moon has been called in 
to aid the representation of some of the most striking 
scenes. Had the happiness of Lorenzo and Jessica 
Vol. I. 10 
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been Ins abMitniig, or liad the nii^t been leM beaitliful^ 
they might have told m how, end upon what ob}ecti 
die moon was then shining. But with them all was 
eoomlele. They had no comments to make upon the 
iorely night, which we are left to suppose too ex* 
quisite for description ; and after amusing themseWes 
mid each other with simple, but most beaututd allusioos 
to classic history, they very naturally fall into that 
playful humour, which belongs to perfect happiness^ 
and descending from their poetic flints, turn upon 
each other the qportive badinage, which is m(»e &mi- 
iiar to those who are but ^earthly happy." Th^ soe 
then interrupted by the entrance of a messenger ; but 
still, the mind of the poet having been filled to ayer- 
flowing with his own idea, or rather hb own intense 
feeling of this ecstatic night, he goes on after the first 
exuberance of fancy has been expended in mere asso- 
ciation, to give us some description of the scene ; and 
then follows that passage so highly imaginatire and 
poetical, yet withal so simple, that it seems but to 
embody in words, the faint dreams that have floated 
through our own minds a thousand times without 
finding utterance : 

" How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon iMs bank ! 
Hone will we sit, snd let the sounds of mjuac 
Creep in oar ean ; soft sttUness, snd the ni^^t, 
Beeoine the touches of sweet hannony. 
Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of Heaven 
Ib thick inlay'd with patines of Inight gold; 
There's not the smallest orb, whieh thoa b<^old'st, 
But in his motion like an aiugei siags^ 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd chembtms. 
8ach harmony is in immortal souls ; 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it<" 

In contemplating the different attributes of the moon, 
first, and most striking, is that distinctness of light and 
shade which characterise her influence over external 
nature. Here are no lesser lights, no minor shadows 
to constitute a medium between the two extremes. 
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The wifeole earth is uttdnr the dominion of two ruliAg 
powers; and every material object presents on one 
■Ide a saaefaaoe distinctly visible, while the other is lost 
in impenetrable darkness. Not a 'wreath of ivy, a 
' projecting cornice, or a broken turret, but the moon 
kttests it with a beauty of her own, more attractive to 
the eye, and more potent in its influence upon the 
imagination, from the d^th of mysterious shadow by 
whidi it is ecmtrasted. Beautiful as her li^t unques-* 
lifinaUy is, when it falls upon the verdure of the sloping 
bank, whcare every flower, and leaf, and tendrU have 
their dtining siurfaee contrasted with their shadow, 
we should scarcely pause to offer our tribute of admir- 
ation^ by telling how often the poet's lay has recorded 
events which took place <^ on such a night,'' bnt that 
in ghmcing from this scene of silvery brightness, we 
behold the deep gloom of the surrounding woods, the 
narrow defile, or the hollow cave^ within whose eon- 
iiiea the queen of night, with all her power^ and all 
her splendour, is unable to penetrate. 

Anatfaer striking attribute of the moon, and one 
which seems more especially to bring her within the 
^here of human sympathy, is her alternate darkness 
and illumination ; which last is familiarly spoken of as 
a periodical visitation ; for so powerful are the senses 
over the imagination, that it is with some difficulty 
we realize the truth, that when the moon is invisible 
to our eyes, she is in reality as present with us as 
when her soft light salutes us in our nightly wander* 
inga. Thus we -hear perpetually of the constancy, as 
well as the inconstancy of the moon ; just as a simili- 
tude with either quality may suit the poet's need. 
Of her constancy, because, lost as she is to our out- 
ward j)erceptions, we are able to calculate with un- 
deviating certainty the hour of her return ; of her 
inconstancy, because how profound soever are the 
devotions offered at her shrine, that shrine is no soonei: 
invested with tj^e full splendour of her celestial bright^ 
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0, than the inefiable light begiiui to wane, and finally 
diMppears. 

From the long established custom of appealing to 
the moon in our descriptions of mental sufifering, vre 
might almost be led to pronounce that melancholy 
was one of her chief characteristics, were not this 
poetical propensity easily accounted for, by the enjoy- 
ments of the generality of mankind being of auch a 
nature as to confine their attention to social, stirring 
mundane subjects of interest or excitement ; and thus 
to leave little time, and less inclination, for making 
observations upon the moon : while under the in* 
fluence of melancholy, which has in all minds the 
same tendency to silence, solitude, and contemplation, 
the eye is naturally directed to scenes of repose and 
serenity, and more than all, to the solemn ai^ct of 
the heavens. It is here that we look for peace -, and we 
all can remember, when through the long watches €s£ 
the sleepless nieht, the moon was our only companion, 
the only friend who was near us under the pressure 
of our calamity, or who appeared to sympathize in our 
distress. 

Surely the sweet influence of the queen of night is 
in its own nature more cheering than melancholy. 
How many glad occasions of social and festive enter- 
tainment are regulated by the moon. "We will visit 
our friends when the moon is at the full'* — ^^<Wc 
will return by the Kght of the moon^' — ^^* We wait 
for the moon before we set sail," is the familiar lan- 
guage of every day ; and how much more must the 
manner on the mighty deep rejoice in her wdicoiae 
visitations, and hail her nightly radiance as she rises 
over the unfathomable abyss. Shines not the mooa 
through the grated lattice of the prison, from wh«ic<B 
all other gentle comforters are excluded, smiling upon 
the criminal in his feverish sleep, and reminding him 
when he starts into waking consciousness, that while 
his brother man, perhaps weak, Cdlible, and faulty as 
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himadii^ bad he been similarly circumstancedy is aUe 
to pursue, impeach, and condemn, according to the 
strict authority of laws, which take no cognizance of 
want of knowledge, of early bias, and more than all, 
of peculiar and incalculable temptation ; there is still 
mercy in the eyerlasting heayens — an eye that looks 
down upon his earthly sufferings, beholding through 
a clear, and steady, and impartial light, idl that is 
hidden from the scrutiny of man ; and that an hum- 
ble, solemn, and heartfelt appeal, even from out his 
dungeon, beneath his chains, or upon the fatal scaf* 
fold, may yet be made to that higher tribunal, whose 
judgments sfe as unparalleled in mercy, as unimpeach- 
able injustice. 

Is not the moon, amidst all the chances and changes 
that occur to us in this sublunary scene, still, still the 
same ? We recall the sweet and social evenings, when 
the moon looked in upon our childish play, through 
Uie trellice-work of vine and jessamine that grew 
around our ancestral dwelling. How looks that dwell- 
ing now? The vine and the jessamine are rooted 
from the earth, the walls are broken down, and 
scarcely is one stone left upon another. Where are 
the companions of those happy hours ? Some have 
paid the debt of nature, and are gone we ask not 
where ; some are so altered in their loves and friend- 
ships, that we know them not, or perhaps, they know 
not us; and others are scattered abroad throughout 
the busy world, chasing their different objects of 
ambition or desire, in which we hold no share : even 
our own hearts, though they feel the same to us in 
their capability of suffering, having learned to beat 
another tune, to burn with different fires, to be vivified 
with a new life, or subject to a fatality which we were 
fisur from apprehending then. Yet the moon — ^the lovely 
moon, is still the same, shining on witli the same 
inejQbble effulgence — ^teaching us that constancy is not 
an empty name, though we and ours have failed tp 

10* 
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find the reality — that there is purity md peace be- 
neath the heavens, though we are still wandering id 
fruitless quest of both — ^that there is an inexhaustible 
fountain of loveliness and delight, though we have 
wasted ours. 

And is not the moon most kind, most charitable, 
that she reveals no deformities, brings to light no 
defects, but ever shines on— 

«< Leaving that beautiful, that still was 8<r, 
And making that which waa not" 

Oh ! it is wearisome in our daily existence to see 
the critic's eye for ever peering through a narrow 
focus of concentrated and partial light, to find out the 
specks upon the face of the sun, the soil of the lily, 
the footprints of the butterfly upon the velvet petals 
of the rose ; listening with his ear sharpened to an 
acuteness that renders it sensible only of discord, to 
detect the misapplication of tone and emphasis in the 
eloquence that shakes the world, the wrong cadence 
in Uie voice that tells of anguish, the false note in the 
harmony of the spheres. Yet this is what men call 
wisdom — a wisdom which if it fails to subdue th& 
ignorance and prejudice of mankind, at least destroys 
the capacity for appreciating the beauty and perfec- 
tion of the creation, and the desire to bow with mute 
reverence and awe before its Creator. It is this wisdom 
which intrudes its unwelcome^ presence upon our daily 
walk, rendering that walk most wearisome, and the 
society we meet there, infinitely worse than solitude. 
But the night returns — ^the calm and silent night, and 
the sweet moon rising over the eastern hills, goes 
forth upon her pathway through the heavens. Jrer- 
chance an envious cloud advances, and her form is 
obscured by misty vapours ; but they pass away, and 
her smile looks sweeter than before. Upon the rugged 
precipice, the dark impenetrable forest, the restless 
wave? of the ocean, « her soft and solemn light" la 
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Mingy beautifying whatever it shines upon, marking 
out as with a silver pencil the majestic outline of the 
crag or promontory, but leaving the deep and fright- 
ful cavern at its base still unrevealed ; tinging with 
radiant lustre the light boughs that wave and dance 
as if with very gladness in her welcome beams, the 
sprays of glittering ivy, or the lofty turrets of the 
ancient tower, while passing in her peaceful progress 
over every scene of gloom and terror, she seems to 
cast the dark places of the earth into yet deeper shade ; 
or, turning the foam of the angry billows into crests 
of sparkling light, the troubled track of the heaving 
bark into a silvery pathway, and the sails that flutter 
in the adverse gale, into the white pinions of some 
angelic messenger, she kindly offers to the imaginative 
beholder, a picture of 'sublimity for that of danger — 
of trust for anxious fear— of hope for murmuring and 



Is not the moon also a faithful treasurer of sweet 
and pleasant memories? We might forget (in this 
world there is much to make us forget) what we 
learned before our minds were tainted by the envious 
struggle for pre-eminence, and the necessity of sordid 
gain, or soured by the disappointments inevitably at- 
tending both. The worldly man, the sharp keen 
bustler of the city, sees little to call back his thouchts 
to the days of unsophisticated innocence, and still less 
to recommend to his now mature judgment, what he 
would call nothing better than his boyish blindness, to 
his own best interests. But the bodily frame in time 
wears out, the city feast becomes unpalatable to the 
sickly appetite, and civic honours are unable to sup- 
port the head they crown. Sleepless nights succeed to 
wearisome days. Perhaps his attendant enjoys that 
repose, which he is unable to purchase with all his 
wealth. To sum up the amount of his gold, no longer 
relieves the aching void of his heart. There is a 
gnawing want still pressing upon him, even at this late 
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hour of the day, which all his posaeasions are uoequal 
to aupply ; and he begins at laat to question, wh^her 
they may not have coat him nuMre than their »al value* 
Loat in a world of vague and unsatisfying thoughts^ 
the moon steala in upon his meditations. It is not 
with him as with more feeling mindSy that me- 
mory rushes back with one tremendous bound; but 
with his wonted caution and reserve, he begins to re- 
tnce the pilgrimage of past years, the silent moon- 
beams lighting him unconsciously, on his way, and 
kfliding him by the chain of association back to his 
paternal home. He enters again the once familiar 
habitation. He takes possession of the chair appro- 
priated to the darling boy, and along with it the many 
pure and lively feelings, which the world had chased 
away. He listens to his father^s g^itle admonitions, 
and feels the affectionate pressure of his hand, upon 
his then unruffled brow. He hears his mother^s voice 
as she sings their evening hymn, and .^< Oh I" the man 
of wealth exclaims, ^'that I might be again that inno- 
cent and happy boy !'' 

If he who emlMirks his whole heart in the sordid 
avocations of life, is necessarily driven on to resign the 
noblest aspirations, and tenderest affections of his 
youth, the votaress of fashion becomes if possible mere 
heartless, and more hardened in her servile and despi- 
cable career: it is possible from this cause; that in or- 
der to act to the life the artificial character she has as- 
sumed, it is necessary that she should sometimes wear 
the semblance of feeling, just in that proportion, and 
according to that peculiar mode, which may best suit 
the selfish purpose of the moment ; and this empty 
mockery of the best and loveliest attributes of human 
nature — of its affections, syinpathies, and high capabili- 
ties, has a more debasing and injurious effect upon the 
mind, than the total forgetfulness even of their outw«nd 
character. But the woman of fashion cannot always 
itep her thoughts directed to the same brilliant point 
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There will be moments when she suspects the potency 
of the idol to whom her only devotions have been of- 
fered. With her also the exhaustion of the bodily 
frame, will produce a pining after that which has been 
sacrificed at the altar of the world — a longing to lie 
down and rest, beneath the sheltering wings of the 
angel of peace. Perchance she has stolen unnoticed 
from the busy throng, to breathe for one moment with 

rter freedom at the open casement She still hears 
tread of the noisy dance — the music — ^the glad 
voices — and she feels what no heart is capable of feel- 
ing without a pang, liiat her presence is not necessary 
to the enjoyment of her reputed friends, and that when 
her head is laid within the grave they will still dance 
on, without being conscious that one familiar step is 
wanting in their merriment. Her soul is oppressed* 
%e looks out beneath the high blue silent heavens^ 
and the moon is there to welcome her as with a sis- 
ter's smile. It is to the moon alone that all human be- 
ings can appeal with an inward sense of sympathy ; 
and to the moon at last she ventures to utter that com- 
plaint, which no ear has ever heard. "It was not 
thus I*' the melancholy strain begins, but tears — true, 
unaffected tears are rising, and she looks down upon 
the clustering jessamine, whose delicate stars gleam out 
in the moonbeams, and send forth their odorous pe]> 
fomes upon the gales of night It was not thus that 
she, that splendid mourner, weary with the weight of 
her own diamonds, and sick of the selfishness of her 
own chosen friends, looked up to the face of the pale 
moon, in those hours when the moon looks fairest-^ 
those happy hours when even she, the false one, was 
beloved. Her memory, the only faculty which she 
has not been able to pervert, returns to the bright sea- 
son of sincerity and youth. Again she is walking by 
the side of one whom worlds could not have tempted 
to violate her confidence, or wound her love-— -one 
who was deserted fbr a worUiless rival, in his turn to 
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be CMt off for another, and ikoft » third, and so on, 
until the world at last beeame the walj candidate for 
her afleetions, the only ruler of her heairt ^< It watt 
not thoa I'' ifae exclaims, ^ that I was wont to loolr 
vpoB the BMKiD. Oh \ give me back the loTca, tbs 
fiiendalfips of my eariy days. Revere tiie capabilt^ 
of trostinff, even though I should still be deceived I 
Awaken m ray soul the &CQlty of hope, though I 
ahooM be disappointed still ! Rekindle my afieeticHis^ 
that I may feel the possibility of loving, though I 
should never be bdoved again ! Let me hear (Mce 
more the voice of kindness, though it should be i^tnmwi 
to mine ear ! Iiet me listen to the language ^ tnm, 
though it should condemn the whole of my past life !" 
Thh mariner at midnight on the deep sea^ looks 
forth when other eyes are sleeping, towards the brig^ 
<^)ening in the eastern clouds, where the pde lustre 
Of the rising moon gives wdcome promise of het 
bkesed visitation. Soon her full round orb appeals 
in all its splendour, and tiie dark vapours float away, 
or, gliding gently past her beaming face, receive 
the soft r^eetion of her smile, before they pass into 
the nndistinguishable chaos of night High into the 
aacura heavens i^e now ascends^ while the kuMly 
hehnsman chants to the heedless gale the songs of hia 
native land. He gazes upon Hie i^ride expanse of 
heaving water, and ever as his eye dwells upon tbaft 
iilvery track of light that seems to lure him away to 
another worid, recollections which the bustle of the 
day keeps down, and thoughts dear as the miser's 
hoarded treasure, rise within his breast, fresh and 
q>ontaneous ; and he thinks bow the same moon shone 
open the woodbine bower where he first wooed the 
village maid, who blushed in her innocent joy, and 
inwardly exulted in the short-lived happiness oi* being 
a sailor's bride. Has he not seen that bower again? 
Yeji^ and the woodbine was still lovely, but his bride 
had lost her maiden bloom, and the cares of a lonely 
and almost widowed wife had made her prematurely 
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<Ad. Agpdn he has returned to that wdl-known spot 
'•-^faat hsv^Q of hisvdeaxest hopes, and the babe that 
ifrould have welcomed him with the kind name of 
&tber, was sleeping beneath a little grassy mound in 
the d»irch«3rard, while he had been far away in its 
hour of ^ony, and its last cry had been unheard by 
him. Once more he has returned to his deserted 
h<mie. The mother too was gone to her place of rest, 
and two humble graves side by side w»*esdl the memo- 
rial that remained of his domestic happiness. What 
then ? Does he wish that his marriage day had never 
dawned ? would he extinguish the memory of the past? 
No, though amidst the stir of the busy day, or amongst 
his jovial comrades he thinks little of his wife and 
child, yet in the solitude of the night watches, when 
the moon is above his head, and no sound is to be 
heard but the ripple of the water against the vessel's 
side, he4>lesses &at mild and gentle remembrancer, 
that riie visits him in his loneliness, to tell him those 
tales of tenderness to which his ear has become strange, 
and to open in his bold and hardy bosom those sweet 
fountains of human love which transf<M*m the character 
of the rude sailor into that of the avenger of the injured, 
the Cftther of the orphan, and the protector of the help- 
less. 

Thus ever sweet and pleasant to the watchful eyes 
of the wayfaring man, is the moon as she rises from 
her throne of clouds. He turns to gaze upon that 
welccmie face, and thinks how many well-known and 
familiar looks are directed to the same object Per- 
chance he has been a wanderer through many lands, a 
voyager over the deep seas, a pilgrim of the world ; 
yet ever on his wayward course, the same mild mocm 
has been like a faithful and untiring friend, speaking 
to him amongst a strange people in the native language 
of his heart, and telling through the lonely night, sweet 
tidings of his wished'-tor home. Whether amid snow 
covered hills, through the frozen wilderness, along the 
skirts of the pine forest, far, far away, she guides the 
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solitary Laplander? or, in more sultry climes looks 
down through the foliage of the waving palm tree, aikl 
gjlances over the bright surface of the wdcome waters, 
where the Indian laves his burning feet : whether high 
above the tower, the minaret, or stately dome, she 
looks down, a silent and unmoved spectator, upon the 
thickly-peopled city, the perpetual stir, the hurry and 
the rush of busy life ; or far away in the silence and 
solitude of some lone isle of the ocean, touching with 
her sparkling radiance the leaves and blossoms of that 
nameless and uncultured garden, and the rippling 
waves that rise and fall, and lull themselves to rest 
upon that unknown shore : whether through the richly 
curtained window of the palace, her modest light steals 
gently in, and gliding over the marble floor, or along 
the tq>estried walls, rest in its silence and purity 
upon the crimson canopy of kings; or where the 
cottage of the herdsman' stands upon the lone moor, 
silvers the mossy turf beside his door, covering the 
grey thatch of the mouldering roof with her garment 
of beauty, and looking in with her quiet and approving 
smUe upon his homely meal, blessing the cup of which 
he drinks, and lighting the parents' way, as they seek 
the couch of their slumbering cherubs to ask a blessing 
for the coming day, to return thanks for the past, and 
then to enjoy the refreshment of peaceful and untrou- 
bled sleep : over the waste unpeopled desert, the rich 
and fertile fields which surround the habitations of 
men, the tempest-troubled ocean, or the hive of human 
industry, it is the same moon that meets the traveller's 
anxious gaze, and ever on his lonely and distant course, 
he feels it to be the same whose rays are interwoven 
with the thread of his early existence. 

Yes, it is the same moon whose silver crescent was 
hung in the blue heavens when the first night shadowed 
the infant world with its mighty and mysterious wing. 
It is the same moon that rocks the restless tides from 
^hore to shore, with a monotony of motion that marks 
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out the different epochs in the life of man, and over- 
rules his most momentous actions with a power which 
• he is unable either to baffle or subdue. It is the same 
moon for the mystic celebration of whose metamor- 
phoses, the king of Israel erected an edifice, the most 
splendid that human ingenuity could invent, or human 
labour construjct. It is the same moon for the visible 
completion of whose perfect radiance, the Spartans, 
^tvhile yet their souls were fired with the noblest ambi- 
tion, sacrificed their share of glory in the memorable 
field of Marathon. It is the same moon' which in- 
spires the most ecstatic dreams of the enthusiast, giving 
to his earth-born visions, a refinement and sublimity, 
-which belong only to that imaginative realm, over 
ipv^hich the queen of night presides. It is the siame 
moon upon which the eyes of countless myriads are 
nightly gazing, but which never yet inspired one 
unholy thought, awakened one mean or sordid feeling, 
or called forth one passion inimical to the maintenance 
of "peace on earth and goodwill towards men.'' It is 
the same moon which personifies in her refulgent orb 
that bright link of spiritual connection between this 
troubled life, and one that is without anxiety, and with- 
out tears ; hanging her single lamp of ineffable radiance 
above our nightly slumbers, like a beacon of hope to 
lure us to a better land — returning again, and again to 
this earthly sphere, to warn us of the danger of delay, 
to cherish our heavenward aspirations, and to teach us 
that there is a love, (Oh ! how unlike the love of man !) 
as constant and untiring in its faithfulness, as slow to 
avenge disobedience and neglect. 
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THE POETRY OF RURAL LIFE. 



Bjbfoss entirely quitting the fascinating employ- 
ment of tracing out the poetical associations of parti- 
cular ol^eeta in nature, it is necessary to add a few 
reniarks upon the effect produced upon the mind by 
rural scenery in general. 

The great difficulty in the task I have undertaken, 
a difficulty which presents itself most strikingly at 
this stage of the work, is to avoid the folly of being 
too sentimental, or rather to escape the charge of 
wishing to lead the mind away from what is substan- 
tially useful, to that which is merely visionary. If 
the major part of society in the present day consisted 
of love-stricken poets and languishing girls, mine 
would indeed be a scheme unnecessary and ill devised ; 
but as the tendency of our present system af educa- 
tion, our conversation, habits, and modes of thinking, 
is towards the direct opposite of sentimentality, we 
may fairly presume, that in the opinion of all candid 
and competent judges, this work will be considered 
harmless, to say the least of it; and that the writer 
wiii have due credit given for an earnest endeavour 
to assist in rescuing the spirit of poesy from the op- 
pression of vulgar tyranny, and in guarding the tem- 
ple of the muses from the profanations of avarice and 
discord. 

The character of the cultivated portion of the pre- 
sent race of mankind is too practical, too bustling, too 
commercial, I might almost say, too material^ to ad- 
mit of the least apprehension that ideas should be 
brought to stand in the place of facts, that learning 
should be superseded by sensibility, or that vague no- 
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tions about the essences of things should be prefen^ 
to a just and circumstantial knowledge of tfie actad 
substances of those things themselves. 

It is unnecessary to state, that happiness, in one 
shape or another, is the great end we have in view, in 
all our pursuits and avocations ; whether that happi^ 
ness consists in amassing or expending money ; in our 
personal and sensual gratifications, or in the aggran- 
tlisement of others; in maintaining the station to 
which, by birth or education, we have become attach- 
ed, or in raising ourselves to a higher scale of society ; 
in obtaining and securing to ourselves the refinements 
and luxuries of life, or in cultivating the mental pow- 
ers; in looking far and deep, both into the visible and 
the intellectual world, for those principles of consist- 
ency, beauty, and harmony, which owe their deve- 
lopment to an almighty hand ; and in recognisinc the 
work of that hand in every thing around and within 
us, from the simplest object of sense, to the most sub- 
lime and msyestic source of contemplation. 

The question is not, under which of these forms 
mankind is most addicted to look for happiness, but 
under which of these forms the happiness therein 
found, is likely to be most conducive to the cultiva- 
tion and refinement of that ps^ of his nature which is 
committed to him as a sacred trust, and will have to 
be rendered up, either elevated or debased, for eternity. 
I know that poetry is not religion ; and that a man 
may dwell in a region of p>>etical ideas, yet for from 
his God: but we learn from the Holy Scriptures, 
whose whole language is that of poetry, as well as by 
the slightest experimental knowledge of the subject, 
that poetry may be intimately associated with religion, 
and that, so far from weakening its practical influence, 
it may be woven in with our familiar duties, so as to 
beautify what would otherwise be repulsive, to sweeten 
what is bitter, and to elevate what we have been ac- 
customed to regard as mean or degraded. 
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It is not thus with sordid or artificial life. Poetrjr 
neither can, nor will dwell there. The atmosphere 
is too dense, and those who inhale it acquire a taste 
for its impurities, upon the same principle as that on 
which the victim of habits more gross and vicious 
learns to love the odour of the deleterious bowl, be- 
cause it is associated with the gratification of his bratal 
appetites. 

1 am far from wishing that all men were poets ; or 
that the practical and necessary rules of education, 
should give place to the lawless vagaries of fancy, or 
the impulse of feelings uncontrolled : but I do wish 
that these rules and the attention .they require, did not 
occupy the whole season of youth, without leaving 
time even to feel that they are essential. I do wish 
that men and women too, would sometimes pause in 
their hurry after mere verbal knowledge, to think far 
themselves ; and turn away occasionally fh)m the pile 
of fresh books which every day sees placed before 
them, to study that which never was, and never can be 
written — ^the wide field of nature ; not only as it lies 
spread before their actual view, but as it expands in 
their own minds, teaching them by the gradual un- 
folding of the eternal principles of truth, that we have 
faculties of the heart, as well as of the head, and that 
we must hereafter render an account of a moral, as 
well as of an intellectual nature. 

How far my impressions in favour of a country life, 
may arise from early habit and association, I am not 
prepared to say; and I must be candid enough to 
grant, that the state of society in remote and isolated 
districts, does not present an aspect at all calculated 
to support the idea that our moral faculties are im- 
proved in proportion to the means we enjoy of culti* 
vating an acquaintance with external nature ; but the 
fact ttiat this opportunity alone is insufficient to pro- 
duce the efiect, by no means proves, that in conjunc- 
tion with other advantages it is not powerfully con- 
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ducive to the end desired. In the country, man may 
be as brutish, as stultified, and as incapable of every 
gentle or sublime emotion, as in the city he may be 
gross, selfish and insensible to the happiness and 
misery of others : but it is no more the fault of nature 
^vhen the eye has not been opened to behold her beau- 
ties, than ft is the fault of the musician when his audi- 
tors are without the sense of hearing. I speak of the 
enjoyment which nature is capable of affording, not of 
that which it necessarily forces upon man, whether he 
looks for it or not; nor does the fact, that remote 
dwellers in the country have amongst themselves a 
very low standard of intellectual merit, prove any- 
thing against my argument ; since I believe it may be 
asserted with confidence, that no poet of eminence in 
his art, andJ^t few intellectual characters remarkable 
for the best use of the highest endowments, ever lived, 
who had not at some time or other of their lives, stu- 
died nature for themselves, imbibed strong impres- 
sions from their own observation of the external world, 
and from these impressions drawn conclusions of the 
utmost importance to society at large. 

He whose mind is once deeply imbued with poetic 
feeling, may afterwards enter into the ordinary con- 
cerns of life, and even engage in the active commerce 
of the world, without losing his elevated character. 
It is only when substituted for common sense, that 
poetic feeling can be absurd or contemptible. Blended 
with our domestic occupations, its office is to soften, 
harmonize, and refine; and carried along with us 
through the more conspicuous duties of social and 
public life, it is well calculated to remind us, that 
there is a higher ambition than that of accumulating 
wealth, and that we have capabilities for intellectusd 
happiness, which may be freely and fully exercised 
without interference with our worldly interests. 

It is not then by merely dwelling in the country, 
that men become poetical ; nor by working their way 
11* 
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by fair and honourable roeana, to pecuniary indepen^ 
dence, that they necessarily sacrifice the best part of 
their nature: though it must be confessed, that the 
ordinary routine of city life, as it is generally cod- 
ducted, has a tendency to extinguish, rather than ex- 
cite poetic geniu& The principal reason why it does 
this, is obvious to the candid observer. Tke mind as 
well as the body is always in need of food, and this 
necessity it naturally prefers to supply, with the least 
possible expense of pain or labour. If facts of great 
number and variety are continually set before us. Tittle 
attention will be paid to principles; because facts can 
be received with no exertion, while principles must 
be investigated and examined, to be in any degree 
understood. In towns, the news of the day is eagerly 
inquired after, and public journals, travellers, and 
frequent meetings, furnish for the general demand a 
constant supply of facts; while .in the country even 
facts have often to be sought for with considerable la- 
bour and industry, and can only be enjoyed, with long 
intervals between every fresh accession of intelligence. 
Thus a real energetic mind, leikrns to connect an im- 
mense number of ideas, with the few fiaicts which do 
transpire in the country; but a mind of quiet and 
lethargic character, sinks into nothingness, and one of 
still lower grade, active only for loose or malicious 
purposes, fills up the void in social communion, with 
inferences falsely drawn, uncharitable inuendos inge- 
niously thrown out, and conclusions too frequently 
both injurious and unjust. 

I have said that a great deal may be made of the 
few facts which do transpire in the country. " Im- 
possible !'' exclaims the precocious youth, learned 
alone in civic lore. " You only hear the news once a 
week, and as to your facts, what are they? The re- 
turn of the swallow, seedtime, and harvest, a shower 
of rain, or a thunder storm; and what is all this to 
the community at large?" I answer, it is a great deal 
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to those individuals who choose to reflect It is true 
we are sometimes a week later than you, in learning 
what have been the movements of a certain foreign 
army, that a cabinet minister has been dismissed, and 
that an elopement has taken place in high life. There 
are even facts similar to these, which occur without 
ever reaching us at all, which is a proof that they are 
of as little importance to us, as the iHiilding of our 
rooks, the scattering of our grain, or the reaping of 
our corn to you. You snatch up the Morning Post, 
and read of this interesting elopement; we learn with 
as much interest that the kite has seized our favourite 
dove. You read that a once popular statesman has 
been overthrown, by the strength of opposing party; 
we hear that a former servant of our own, has been 
dismissed from his place. You read of the dismem- 
berment of Poland; we are startled with the intelli- 
^nce, a few hours earlier, that the fox has been mak- 
ing dreadful ravages amongst our poultry. What 
follows? Our conclusions are at least as philosophical 
as yours, and if you take time to reflect, it is most 
probable they will both amount to this — that the weak 
must be the victims of the strong, all the world over; 
that propensities to rapine, cruelty, and wrong, are 
permitted to deface the glory of the earth, for reasons 
which neither you nor we can understand ; and that 
man, when he boasts too proudly of his superiority in 
the creation, forgets that in the most malignant and 
injurious attribute of the brute he is at least his 
equal. 

And then our returning swallows, our seedtime, 
and harvest, our rains and thunder storms, of which 
you think so little ; why they supply us with inex- 
haustible food for deep anxiety, earnest calculation, 
ardent hope, and trembling fear; and sometimes with 
gratitude as warm as if the success which crowned otir 
labours, was visibly and palpably bestowed immedi- 
ately by the hand of the Giver of all good. We hail 
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the birds of spring, as the blessed messengers of hope 
— ^the seed is scattered in faith — the harvest is reaped 
in joy — ^the rains descend, and we give thanks for the 
opening of those fountains, whose source, and whose 
seal is above — ^the thunders roll, and we bow before 
the terrors of the Almighty. 

Man tnay, unquestionably, enjoy the same sensa* 
tions in the city. Surrounded by the work of human 
hands, he may look up and bless the power which 
bestowed such faculties and means upon his cf eatures; 
but it is a faet which few will pretend to deny, that 
the more the mind is interested and occupied with ar- 
tificial things, the more it is carried away from the 
truth that is in nature; and the greater the number of 
objects which intervene between us and the great First 
Cause of all, the less fixed and reverentid are our 
views of heaven. We know by reasoning that God 
is no more present in the rolling thunder than in the 
social meeting, or the secret thought; but our impres- 
sions are often stronger and deeper than our reasoning: 
and when we stand alone in the silent night, and look 
up to the starry heavens; when we watch the play of 
the lightning, or listen to the roaring blast; when we 

SLze upon the wide expanse of heaving ocean, or on 
e peaceful bosom of the lake, slumbering in its 
mountain cradle at the feet of its majestic guardians, 
whose brows are in the sky, mantled with clouds, or 
crowned with golden glory; when we watch the sil- 
very fall of summer's evening dew, the sunset in the 
west, or the moon's uprising over the eastern hills, 
we naturally look upon these interesting phenomena 
as immediately influenced by an omnipotent hand, and 
advancing one step farther, penetrate within the veil, 
and find ourselves alone with God. 

With regard to the mere amusements of the country, 
it is very natural for townspeople — such as are ac- 
customed to games of skill and hazard — ^to dress-par- 
ties, plays, and concerts, to ask in what they can possi- 
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bly consist Let us in the first place observe a group 
of children at play beneath the flowery hawthorn, 
their cheeks sufiused with the rosy hue of health, and 
their bright eyes sparkling with that inward joy 
which naturally animates the infant mind. Nobody 
can tell what they are playing at — ^they do not know 
themselves. They have no names or set rules by 
which their gambols are restrained; but when they 
start off from their sequestered retreat, bounding over 
the grass* lijie young fewns, you see at once that it is 
the fresh air, the glowing health, and above all, the 
glorious liberty of the country which constitutes their 
enjoyment Then they have an intimate and familiar 
acquaintance with every thing around them, with the 
woods, and the winding paths, the song of the different 
birds, and the course of the streams that come down 
from the hills. Upon all or most of these the seasons 
have considerable influence, and the welcome appear- 
ance of spring, the withering of autumn, the heat of sum- 
mer, and the winter's snow, have trains of associatioif 
in the youthful mind, which supply them with a per- 
petual source of amusement, blended with instruction. 
Added to which, they not unfrequently have the care 
of domestic animals, and feel almost as much interest 
in their fate as in that of their fellow-creatures. They 
soon learn that their kindness allures, and that their 
rebukes repel. This makes them observant of the 
happiness and the misery of the creatures committed 
to their charge, and lays the foundation of social and 
benevolent feelings, which continue with them through 
the rest of their lives. As the mind acquires strength 
and begins to investigate, what a field of inquiry then 
lies before them — the fall of the rains — the density of 
the atnlosphere — ^the gathering of clouds — the fertility 
of the earth — ^the principle^ of vegetation and vitality 
— ^the production of flowers and fruits — the source of 
streams — the planetary system — chemical agency— 
and the study of electricity, that mighty and myste- 
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rioufl power, which operates through earth and air in 
a manner yet but partially understood, though produc- 
ing some of the most wonderful and sublime pheno- 
mena in nature. 

Are these amusements of a kind to be neglected or 
contemned by a rational and intellectual being? Are 
they not rather such as we ought to seek every possi- 
ble means of rendering familiar and attractive to the 
youthful mind ? And surely there can be no means 
more likely than to retire sometimes within the bosom 
of nature, where tlie development of Almighty power 
is obvious above, around, and beneath us. 

But above almost all other peculiarities belonging to 
a country life, I would place that homefeeling which 
has the power through the whole course of our lives 
to bring back the wandering affections, and centre 
them in one point of space— one point of importance, 
to a very limited portion of the community, but a por- 
tion consisting of our nearest and dearest connexions. 
•In towns there can be comparatively little of this feel- 
ing. A man steps out of his door immediately upon 
common ground. The house he lives in is precisely 
like his neighbour's, one of a number which he returns 
to without attachment, and leaves without regret. 
But in the country, not only the grass we tread on, 
the paths, the trees, the birds that sing above our 
heads, and the flowers that bloom beneath our feet, 
but the very atmosphere around us, seem to be our 
own. There is a feeling of possession in our fields, 
our gardens, and our home, which nothing but a cruel 
separation can destroy ; and when absent, far away 
upon the deep sea, travelling in foreign lands, or driven 
from that home for ever, we pine to trace again the 
familiar walks, and wonder whether the woods and 
the green lawn are looking the same as when they 
received our last farewell. In the haunts of busy life, 
the music of our native streams comes murmuring 
again upon our ear; we pause beneath the cage of the 
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prisoned bird, because its voice is the same as that 
which cheered our infancy ; and we lore the flowers of 
a distant country when they resemble those which 
bloomed in our own. 

There are other wanderers besides those who stray 
through foreign realms — ^wanderers from the ways of 
Grod. Perchance we have spurned the restrictions of 
parental authority, and cast away the early visitations 
of a holier love ; but the h<nnefeeling which neither 
cbaBge of place nor character can banish from our bo* 
soms^ renews the memory of our social ties, and draws 
us back to the deserted hearth. Along with that me- 
mory, associated with the soothing of affection which 
we have lived to want, and the wisdom of sage coun- 
sel which experience has proved true, the tide of con- 
viction rushes in upon the burdened heart, and the 
prodigal, rousing himself from the stupor of despair, 
exclaims, "I will arise and go to my father !" 

It is difficult for those whose hearts and homes arc 
in the city, fully to appreciate the enjoyment arising 
from rural scenery ; but there are others whose homes 
are there, yet whose hearts are not wholly absorbed 
in city news, and scenes, and customs. These have 
probably, at some time or other of their lives, known 
what it was, not merely to make an excursion to Rich- 
mond, Hampstead, or Windsor, but to go far away 
into the country, amongst the hills, and the valleys, 
where the rattling of wheels, or the crack of the 
coachman's whip, was never heard. What, let me 
ask, were their sensations, as they rose higher and 
higher up the side of the mountain, at every step 
taking in a wider view of the landscape, until it lay 
beneath thern^ like a garden, in which the ancient 
woods were fairy groves, and the rivers threads of 
silver, now seen, now lost, but never heard, even in 
their floods and falls, at that far height What are 
the feelings of the traveller, when standing on the 
topmast ridge, a mere speck in that stupendous soli- 
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tude, while the fresh breezes of an unknown atmos- 
phere -sweep past him, and he muses upon the past, 
and feels the impressive truth, that not only the firm 
rock on which he stands, but the surrounding hills, 
with their beetling brows, and rugged pinnacles, and 
hollow caves, are the same as on that great day when 
the waters of the deluge disappeared from the face of 
the earth — ^that the art of man is impotent against the 
imperishable fabric upon which he rests — ^that the 
ploughshare never has been there — nor track of wan- 
dering beast, nor nest of soaring bird, nor hum of 
laden bee — nothing but the winds, the rolling clouds, 
the lightning and thunder, those tremendous agents 
of eternal Power, before whom the boasted sovereign 
of creation lies trembling in the dust What are his 
feelings when he reflects that such, as this new and 
mighty world appears to him, such it will remain 
when he and his, with their ambitious hopes and 
envied honours, are buried and forgotten ! These are 
sensations peculiar to the situation, which words are 
inadequate to describe. Too deep for utterance, too 
powerful for language, they teach a wisdom more 
profound than is to be acquired in all the jchools of 
man's devise. I would ask again, how the'wanderer 
on the mountain's summit has looked back to the 
narrow sphere of social life, which he has been wont 
to call the world ? Its laws, conventional but arbi- 
trary, by which his past conduct has been influenced, 
what are they here ? Scarcely more important than 
those which regulate the movements of a community 
of insects, confined within the limits of a little mound 
of earth. Where now is the tremendous and potent 
voice of public opinion, resounding in authoritative 
tones from house to house, from heart to heart? 
Upon the mountain's brow, beneath the blue arch of 
heaven, it is silent, lost, and forgotten. Where are 
^ the toils, the anxieties, the heart-aches, which consume 
the vitality of our existence, in the lower region of 
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imt iSOrdid and selfish avocations ? Already they have 
assumed a different character; and, despising the 
fiothingness— ^the worse than nothingness of their 
vAtixnate end, he resolves to give them to the winds> 
itlid henceforth to live for some more exalted and 
noble purpose. 

iThere is no danger that man should feel himself too 
little, or his Maker too great If there wpre, he would 
do well to confine himself to a sphere, in which no- 
thing is so obvious as the operation of man^s ingenuity 
and power. But since we are all too much engaged 
in the strife, and the bustle, and the eagerness which 
is necessary to insure an average of material comforts ; 
since individuality of character is too much sacrificed 
to the arbitrary rules of polished life ; since by as- 
sociating exclusively with man in an artificial state of 
being, the generous too frequently become selfish, the 
gentle hardened, and the noble debased : it is good to 
shake off occasionally the unnatural bondage by which 
the aspiring spirit is kept down, to go forth into the 
woods and the wilds, and to feel, though but for a day 
or an hour, that man was born for something better 
than to be the slave of his own bodily wants. Each 
time that we experience this real independence of 
mind, we ascend one step higher in the scale of moral 
existence ; and if circumstance or dire necessity should 
prevent the frequent recurrence of such feelings, we 
may at least secure a solid and lasting good, by learning 
in this way to appreciate the mental elevation of others. 

I am not, even on this subject, so blind an enthu- 
siast, as to attempt to support my argument in favour 
of rural life on the ground of the greater appearance 
of vice in the town than in the country ; because 1 
am one of those who believe that the vacancy of mind, 
the gross bodily existence, the moral apathy, which 
too frequently prevail amongst persons who lead an 
isolated life, are quite as much at variance with the 
Divine law, as vices which are more obvious, and 
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which consequently fall under the cognizance of human 
statutes. If, amongst congregated multitudes, we are 
shocked to find so much of riotous indulgence, trea- 
chery, outrage, and crime of every description, we are, 
on the other hand, cheered with the earnest zeal, the 
perseverance, the disinterestedness, which are brought 
into exercise to counteract these evils. While in the 
country, where men sit still and wonder alike at both 
extremes, the average of moral good is certainly not 
higher, because vice being less obvious, the fear of its 
fatal consequences does not stimulate to those meri- 
torious exertions which proceed from true Christian 
love. The country may be abused as well as the 
town ; and since the inhabitants of both, for the most 
part, fall into their stations from circumstances rather 
than inclination, or if from inclination, settle them- 
selves at a time of life when they are incapable of 
judging of the privileges peculiar to either, it is not to 
be supposed that they will always make the best use 
of the advantages around them ; and those which 
abound in great number and variety in the country, 
certainly add weight to the moral culpability of such 
individuals as live stupidly beneath the open sky, in 
the midst of fields, and woods, and gardens, without 
exhibiting more mental energy than is displayed by 
their own flocks and herds. 

After remarking with regret upon the inertness 
and apathy of disposition too obvious in the country, 
we must in common justice observe, that where there 
does exist sufficient mental energy for the display of 
peculiar traits of character, such traits have a degree 
of strength and originality seldom found amongst the 
inhabitants of the city, where social institutions have 
a tendency to bring individuals together upon common 
terms, and thus to render them more like each other ; 
and where the frequent contact of beings similarly 
circumstanced rubs off their eccentricities, and wears 
them down to the level of ordinary men. 
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• The friendships and acquaintances of the country 
are formed upon a system essentially different from 
that which holds society together in more compact 
and congregated masses. The ordinary style of vi- 
inting in towns does little towards making people 
acquainted with each other. Commonplace remarks 
upon general topics — ^remarks which derive no distinc- 
tive character from the lips which utter them, fill up 
the weary hours of each succeeding visit ; while the 
ssane education, and the same style of living, are 
observable in every different sety of which each indivi- 
dual is but a part — separate but not distinct. But in 
the country, where people meet more casually, and 
with less of common purpose and feeling, where they 
often spend a considerable time together under the 
same roof, thrown entirely upon their own resources, 
and unacquainted with any general or prevailing topic 
of conversation, they necessarily become more inti- 
mately acquainted with each other's natural character, 
with their individual bias of disposition, and peculiar 
trains of thought Dwelling apart from the tide of 
public opinion, they know nothing of its influence or 
power, and having established their own opinionflr, 
formed for themselves from their personal observa- 
tion, their sentiments and remarks are characterised 
by their originality, and their affections by their 
depth. They are in fact, though less polished, less 
artificial, and less learned in mere facts than their bre- 
thren and sisters of the city, infinitely more poetical, 
because their expressions convey more meaning, their 
sentiments are more genuine, and their feelings more 
fresh from the heart. 

In speaking of the intimate knowledge of indivi- 
dual character which ruraWife affords abundant op- 
portunities of obtaining, we must not omit to mention 
the sum of happiness derived from this knowledge 
when it extends amongst our domestics, labourers, and 
dependent poor. The master of a family in the coun- 
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try resembles s little feudal lord, sad if lie makes a 
ipnerous use of his authority, may be senred as fiuftk-* 
niUy, and obeyed as implicitly through love, as any 
old English baron ever was through fear. The agri- 
cultural labourer becomes attach^ to the soil whieh 
he cultivates. He feels as if he had a propeviy in the 
fields of his master, and this feeling e:Ktends not ooly 
to the produce of his toil, but, through many links of 
natural connection, to the interest of his master and 
the general good of his family ; while, on the other 
band, his own wants and afiBictions, and those of his 
wife and children, are made known through the kind 
visitations of charity, and soothed and relieved, with 
a familiarity and unison of feeling which goes almost 
as far as almsgiving towards alleviating the distresses 
of the poor. There can be no distrust between fami- 
lies that have dwelt together upon the Bsme soil, in the 
mutual relation of master and servant, from generation 
to generation. Both parties are intimately aequainted 
with the characters they have to deal with^ and each 
esteeming the other's worth, can look npQA their little 
peculiarities with kindness, and even with affectioa} 
while the mutual confidence, good will, and clear un^ 
derstanding which subsist between them, constitute a 
sure foundation for substantial ahd lasting comfort. 

These advantages, peculiar to rural life, may appear 
almost too homely and commonplace to be admitted 
under the character of poetical ; but in their relation 
to the social affections, and to the principles of happi- 
ness — ^that happiness which is rational, intellectiud, 
and moral, they are in themselves highly poetical, and 
must often be recurred to with tenderness and inter- 
est ; at the same time that they supply the bard with 
subjects of pathos and pictures of delight 

Ferhaps it may better please the fanciful reader ta 
turn to themes of a more imaginary and unsubstantial 
nature, of which we find an endless vViety in the as^ 
sociations afforded by rural habits, pursuits, and scenea^ 
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We have obseryed ia the former part of this work, 
that scarcely a beast, a bird, a tree, a flower, or any 
other visible object exists, without an ideal as well as 
a real character; but we have not yet entered upon 
that region of poetic thought which is peopled with 
the imaginary beings of heathen superstition, and 
which to the mind that is deeply impressed with the 
beautiful imagery of classic lore, is perpetually asso- 
ciated with rural scenery. No sooner are the gates of 
fiamcy opened for the admission of these ethereal 
beings, tiian we behold them gliding in upon our fa- 
vourite haunts, now floating upon the sea of air, danc- 
ing in the sunbeams, or reposing upon beds of violets ; 
and then rushing forth upon the destructive elements, 
riding on the crested waves, or directing the bolts of 
death. Wandering in our fields and gardens. Flora, 
with her ever-blooming cheek and coronet of unfading 
flowers, becomes our sweet companion, while with 
her ambrosial pencil, dipped in the hues of heaven, 
she tints the velvet leaves of the rose, scatters perfume 
over the snowy bosom of the lily, or turns in playful 
tenderness to meet the smiles of her wayward and 
wandering lover, the sportive and uncertain Zephyrus. 
We penetrate into the depth of the forest, and the 
vestal Huntress flits across our path with her attendant 
nymphs. While seated under the cool shadow of the 
leafy trees, or stooping over the margin of the crystal 
stream, the Dryads bind their flowing hair. The har- 
vest smiles before us with the glad promise of the 
waning year, and joyfully the yellow grain is gathered 
in ; but we see the deity of rural plenty, with her un-. 
extinguishable torch and crown of golden ears, wan* 
dering from field to field, heart-stricken, and alone ; 
too mortal in her sufierings — ^too desolate in her di- 
vinity. We hail the purple morning, and Aurora 
rises in her rosy car, driving her snowy steeds over 
the cloud-capped mountains, separating the hills from 
their misty canopy,. and;iflcattering flowers and dew 
12* 
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oyer her fresh untrodden pathway through the 
dant yalleys. We turn to the glonous sun aa he riaes 
from his couch of golden waves, and ask the inspira- 
tion of Apollo for we verse or for the lyre. We sail 
upon the ru£9ed sea, where the Nereides, sporting with 
the dolphins, lave their shining hair ; or where Nep* 
tune, striking his trident on the foaming waters, hids 
the deep be still. We hear the bellowing of the stormy 
blast, and call on iBolus to spare us ; or we listen to 
the thunder as it rolls above our heads, echoing from 
shore to shore, and tremble lest the forked lightning 
should burst forth from the sovereign hand of Jove. 

Fanciful as these associations are, (almost too fanci- 
ful to afford us any real enjoyment,) they unquestion* 
ably supply the poet with images of beauty not to be 
found in real life ; and they have also an important 
claim upon our consideration, from the place they oc« 
cupy both in ancient and modern literature ; as well as 
from the effect which this system of imperfect and 
dangerous theology produced, in promoting the refine- 
ments of art, and softening the habits and feelings of a 
barbarous people. 

It is pleasant to turn from such visionary sources of 
gratification to those which are more tangible and true 
— to tlie sympathy which every feeling mind believes 
it possible to experience in nature. There is no state 
of feeling to which we may not find something in the 
elements, or in the natural world, so nearly correspon- 
ding, as to give us the idea of companionship in our 
joys and sorrows. True, it would be more congenial to 
our wishes, could we find this companionship amongst 
our fellow-creatures; but who has not asked for it 
in vain ? and turning to the woods, and the winds, and 
the blue skies, has not believed for a moment there 
was n)ore sympathy in them than in the heart of man. 

There is 9carcely any human being so selfish as to 
wish to feed upon joy alone ; and what a privilege it 
is, when separated from those who could rejoice with 
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US, that -we can share oar happiness with nature ! 
The soaring lark, the bounding deer, and the sportive 
lamh, animated with a joy like ours, become our bre- 
thren and our sisters ; while the same light buoyant 
spirit that fills our bosoms, smiles upon us from the 
lining heavens, g]ows beneath us in the fruitful 
earth, or whispers around us in the fresh glad gales of 
spring. ' But, under the pressure of grief, this sympa- 
thy is most perceptible and most availing, because sor- 
row has a greater tendency than joy to excite the ima- 
gination, and thus it multiplies its own associations by 
identifying itself with everything that wears the 
slightest shadow of gloom. 

^ I will not say that the world in general is more pro- 
ductive of images of sadness than of pleasure ; but from 
the misuse of our own faculties, and the consequent 
tendency of our own minds, we are more apt to look 
for such amongst the objects around us ; and thus in 
our daily observation, passing over what is lovely, and 
genial, and benign, we fix our minds upon the desolat- 
ing floods, the anticipated storm, the early blight, the 
cankered blossom, the faded leaf, the broken bough, 
or ^he premature decay of autumn fruit. This, how- 
ever, is no fault of nature's, but our own ; nor does it 
prove anything against the argument, that, whether 
happy or miserable, we may find a responding voice 
in nature, to echo back our gladness, and to answer 
to our sighs ; that every feeling of which we are capa- 
ble, in its purest and least vitiated state, may meet with 
similitude, and companionship, and association in the 
natural world ; and above all, that he who desires to 
rise out of the low cares of artificial life, whose soul 
aspires above the gross elements of mere bodily exist- 
ence, and whose highest ambition is to render up that 
soul, purified rather than polluted, may find in nature 
a congenial, faithful, and untiring friend. 

I cannot better conclude these remarks, than by 
quoting a passage from the writings of one, who pos- 
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ataatd the enviable art of combining science with sub- 
limity, and philosophy with poetic feeling. 

" Nature," says Sir Humphry Davy, " never de* 
ceives us ; the rocks, the mountains, the streams, 
always speak the same language ; a shower of snow 
may hide the verdant woods in spring, a thunder storm 
may render the blue limpid streams foul and turbulent ; 
but these effects are rare and transient — ^in a few 
hours, or at least days, all the sources of beauty are 
renovated. And nature affords no continued trains of 
misfortunes and miseries, such as depend upon the 
constitution of humanity, no hopes for ever blighted 
in the bud, no beings full of life, beauty, and promise, 
taken from us in the prime of youth. Her fruits aBe 
all balmy, bright, and sweet ; she affords none of those 
blighted ones so common in the life of man, and so 
like the fabled apples of the Dead Sea, fresh and beau- 
tiful to the sight, but when tasted, full of bitterness 
and ashes.'' 
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THE POETRY OF PAINTING. 

In turning our attention to the poetry of painting, 
we enter upon a subject which forms the first connect- 
ing link between the physical and the intellectual 
world. So far as painting is a faithful representation 
of external nature, it belongs to the sphere of the 
senses; but as it holds intimate connection with some 
of the noblest efforts and affections of the human mind, 
it is scarcely inferior to the art of poetry itself, in the 
value it derives from the diffusion of poetic feeling, 
through the countless varieties of style and character, 
in which it is exhibited to mankind. 

The poetry of painting is perhaps more felt, and 
less understood, than ttiat of any other subject to which 
we can apply our thoughts ; nor is it easy to define 
what is the nature of the charm by which we are fa- 
scinated on beholding a picture in perfect accordance 
with our taste, especially as this taste varies so much 
in different individuals, and even in the same becomes 
more select in its gratifications, in proportion as it is 
more cultivated and refined. 

That the poetry of painting is not mainly depend- 
ent upon the choice of subjects is clear, from the most 
simple and familiar scenes being rendered poetically 
beautiful by the pencil of an able artist ; yet there are 
lines of demarcation beyond which even genuis dare 
not venture, and which cannot be transgressed without 
the most glaring violation of good taste. It is where 
the associations are such as are not only vulgar in 
themselves; but totally destitute of any claim upon thQ 
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feeliogs or affections of the mind. Nor is it in the re- 
presentation of seenes the most gross and degraded 
(though such do little credit to the taste of the painter) 5 
yet in, them the violent passions which agitate our na- 
ture are frequently most powerfully and strikingly ex- 
hibited. Look, for example, upon a representation of 
the lowest stage of intoxication, and surely the pencil 
of the painter can pourtray no subject more loathsome 
and repulsive ; yet even here the associations are not 
necessarily such as are altogether debarred from con- 
nection with refined intellectual speculations. In con- 
templating such a picture, we think immediately of 
the high capabilities of man, and of the dancerous pro- 
fanation and abuse of his natural powers, of the spot- 
less infancy of the being before us, the love that 
watched over his youth, the hopes that were centered 
in his manhoood, and that now lie grovelling beneath 
him in his fall. This class of subjects then is not en- 
tirely beyond the limits of the field of poetry, though 
it certainly requires some stretch of fancy to prove 
them to be within it; yet there is another class so de- 
cidedly and irrevocably excluded, tKat it may not be 
uninteresting to mark the difference between them, 
and of these a single instance will be sufficient 

I remember seeing in an exhibition of paintings at 
Manchester, a picture of a huge red brick cotton-mill, 
so well executed, and so appropriately placed, as to 
look very handsome in its way ; and no doubt that 
way was all-sufficient to the owner, who had a train of 
sweet and pleasant local associations with this picture, 
enjoyed snugly to himself, which if they were not 
poetical, had most probably a weightier charm, and 
one which he would not have exchanged for the lyre 
of Apollo. The surface of the picture was almost en- 
tirely covered with the brick building, and by its side 
was the all important engine-house, with tall spiral 
chimney pointing to the sky, but alas ! with no heaven- 
ward purpose. It was a picture of a manufactory, and 
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nothing mare — ^most probably the ownef wanted 
nothing more. There was not, as there might have 
been, a broken foreground, denoting the rugged course 
of one of those polluted streams which murmur on (for 
what can still the voice of nature?) with the same me- 
lody as in its native woods, before the click of rattling 
machinery broke in upon the harmony of man's exist- 
ence. There was no pale girl, with darkened brow 
and dejected form, returning to her most unnatural la- 
bours, a living and daily sacrifice to the triumphs of 
national prosperity ; there was not even that deep and 
turbid stream, that dense and perpetually rising foun- 
tain of thick smoke, bursting, as if with indignation, 
from the gross confines of its narrow birthplace, first 
darting upward in one compact and sable pillar, as if 
from the crater of a volcano, and then folding and un- 
folding its dark volume, until, assuming a more ethe- 
real character, it floats away upon the gale, and am- 
bitious of a higher union, mingles at last with the 
vapours that sail along the purer regions of the sky — 
no, there was nothing in this picture but a cotton-mill ; 
and the wealthy owner, with a praiseworthy feeling of 
gratitude and respect for the origin of his prosperity 
and distinction in the world, had done his best to im- 
mortalize the object that was not only the most im- 
portant, but the dearest to him on earth. Yet not- 
withstanding this was, in the opinion of at least one 
individual, a picture of great merit, it was unquestion- 
ably of that class to which no single poetical idea 
could by any possibility be attached. It is true that 
such a building as was here represented, need not be 
without its intellectual associations. It might give rise 
to some of the most profound speculations relative to 
trade, commerce, and the wealth of nations ; all that I 
maintain is, that this picture could not in any way call 
forth the passions or affections of our nature, or awaken 
those emotions of the soul which constitute the very 
essence of poetry. 
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Id order to render the poetry of patntitig a subjeef 
more trai^ible in an unskilfiil and inexperieneed Yims^y 
it will be neeeanry to consider it under its three dif- 
ferent charaeters-^-portrait, landscape, and historical 
painting. Of theae three, portrait painting is deridedly 
the least calculated for the display of poetical feeling, 
not only because it is gen^^lly practised under the 
arbitrary will of those who possess neither taste nor 
understanding in the fine arts, but because there are 
so few subjects really worthy in themselves, and these 
few are too frequently beyond the reach of the artist ; 
while the rubicund and wealthy citizen, having grown 
sleek upon turtle soup, after retiring with his rosy con* 
sort to their Belle Vue, or Prospect Cottage, in the 
suburbs of the town, deems it a suitable and gratifying 
appropriation of some portion of his hard-earned 
wealth, to employ one of the first artists of the day in 
making duplicates of forms, which a full-sized canvass 
is scarcely wide enough to contain, and faces, in which 
the expression of cent per cent, and the distinctions 
of white and brown sauce, are the only visible charac- 
teristics. 

While the painter is at work, sacrificing all that is 
noble in his art to the sad necessity for sordid gain, 
the gentleman insists upon a blue coat and buff waust- 
coat, but above all, upon a gold headed cane, which 
necessarily mars the picture with a bright yellow spot 
full in the centre. This however is a trifle by com- 
parison, for the buttons help to carry off the glare of 
the gold, and the artist revenges himself by making 
the hand apj)roximate to the same colour. It is in at- 
tempting to delineate the august person of the lady, 
that his skill and his taste are put to the severest t^st 
With consternation in his countenance, he eyes the 
subject before him, and in the first agony of despair, 
queries within himself whether he cannot really afford 
to lose the offered reward. He ventures to remonstrate 
with great delicacy on some particular portions of the 
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fttesB. But the lady is inexorable. It is a dress for 

which she has paid the highest price, and must look 

vrell. Money rules the day, and the painter, covering 

his palette with double portions of red and yellow, 

commences with his task. Upon the head of the fair 

sdtter is a pink turban, interwoven with a massive gold 

chain, surmounting a profusion of flaxen ringlets, in the 

midst of which twinkle out two small blue eyes, faintly 

shaded by thin eyelashes of the palest yellow, while 

cheeks that might vie with the deepest peony, and a 

figure apon which is stretched, almost without a fold, 

a brilliant orange dress of costly silk, make up the rest 

of the picture. 

It is upon the same principle, and with similar re- 
strictions, that portrait painting is generally practised 
in the present day. But let the painter rule his subject, 
and the case will be widely diflerent He who is 
worthy of his art sees at once what are its capabilities. 
His imagination immediately places the object before 
him in some appropriate situation. He assigns to it 
a character of which it may be wholly unconscious — 
one to which it was by nature peculiarly adapted, 
though circumstances may have consigned it to a 
totally different destiny. 

Perhaps there is no class of pictures in which the 
painter's want of taste is more frequently displayed, 
than in the portraits of children. We see them stand* 
ing like wooden images, holding in one hand an 
orange never meant to be eaten, or flowers which it is 
evident they have not gathered ; their hair smoothly 
corned, their frocks unruffled, and their blue morocco 
slippers unsullied by the dust of the earth. In short 
they are always dressed in their best to be painted, 
and the mother is oflen as solicitous about the pink 
sash,- as about the likeness. The subject is unques^ 
tionably one of great difficulty, because the beauty 
of childhood consisting chiefly in the light easy move- 
ment of the playful limbs, it is almost impossible to 
Vol. I. 13 
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naka a child perfeetly natural when at reat, and nol 
aleeping; and it is here that the skill of the able artist 
is exercised in carrying on our thoughts to what the 
child will the next moment be doing. If he does not 
place in its hand a bunch of flowers, he throws into 
his picture a virid atmosphere, in which we are sare 
that flowers are growing ; and by slightly ruffling the 
foir hair, letting loose the folds of the dress, quick- 
ening the expression of the eye, and giving a play- 
fulness to the almost open lips, an idea of life and 
motion is conveyed, and we are deluded into the be- 
lief that the very next moment the child will start off 
in pursuit of the butterfl}'', and that he will bring honfie 
with him a handfuU of flowers gathered from . the 
Korgeous carpet of nature, or a wounded bird found 
m his woodland rambles, to place on the maternal 
bosom, which has so fondly cherished him, that he 
believes it to have benevolence enough for all the 
wants and sufferings in the world. 

It is possible that the same artist may be called in 
to paint the portrait of a poor gentleman, who haying 
nothing else to bequeath to his children, is prevailed 
upon to leave them a likeness of the form they have 
been accustomed to venerate. The painter finds him 
in a mean and humble dwelling, dressed in a manner 
that too plainly shows his long acquaintance with 
urgent wants, and narrow means. Yet in the noble 
outline of the lace, the fair and finely moulded fore- 
bead, when for a moment its wrinkles are smoothed 
down, but above all, in the symmetry of the mouth, 
and the graceful motion of the lips, he reads the sad 
history of that gradual fall from high station and noble 
fortune, which has never through the whole of a long 
life been able to degrade the, soul; and in painting the 
portrait of this poor gentleman, he makes a picture 
worthy of a place amongst the aristocracy of the land. 

Or he may be required to exercise his art in paint- 
ing the likeness of one of the celebrated belles of the 
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day. It is possible that the arbitrary laws of fasbiofL 
may have concealed the beauty of a form that is per- 
fectly G-recian in its contour. The painter casts dowil 
the stately and unnatural fabric from the head, and 
leaving a few dishevelled ringlets to wander over the 
snowy temples, binds up the rest of the hair so grace- 
fully behind, as just to leave visible the noble pillar of 
the neck, which proudly supports the whole. It is 
also possible that the rigid rules of polished society, or 
early discipline, or sad experience, may have rendered 
cold, constrained, or artificial in its expression, a coun- 
tenance that was originally capable of exhibiting the 
deepest passions, and the finest sensibilities of our 
nature. The artist whose eye is quickened to an 
almost supernatural acuteness of perception, sees all 
this ; and in painting the portrait of one who is by 
compulsion a mere fine lady, he invests it with the 
beauty and the pathos of a heroine. 

Nor is it in the skilful management of expression 
alone, that the poetry of this art consists. Though 
this is unquestionably the most important, there are* 
minor points, which cannot be neglected without so 

{glaring a violation of good taste, Aat the eye is of- 
ended ; and as we have often had occasion to remark^ 
no sooner are the senses unpleasantly affected, than 
Ihe powers of the mind are arrested in their agreeable 
exercise, and the poetic illusion is totally destroyed. 
In the choice of costume, it is highly essential to the 
poetical charm of the portrait, that every thing wear- 
ing the character of constraint or conceit should be 
avoided. All those striking peculiarities which belong 
only to a class of beings whose feelings and avocations 
are entirely separate from the sphere of high mental 
refinement, or intellectual power, will be rejected by 
an artist of good taste. The coarse habit of the monk 
may be made subservient to the poetical interest of a 
portrait, because it is associated in our minds with 
ideas of reflection, study, and strict mental discipline; 
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eren that of a peasant it admiaaible, because bis hardy 
frame may be animated by the bold independence 
and rude energy of a mountaineer; but he who would 
paint a butcher or a harlequin in their characteristiG 
costume, must forfeit every pretension to the poetry 
of his art 

The local partiality of the Dutch painters has ren- 
dered this error strikinely conspicuous in some of 
their historical pieces. W hatever may be the merits 
of this school of artists, the national prejudice which 
retained the familiar costume, habits, and customs of 
their own peculiar people, even when representing 
the higher scenes and circumstances of life, proves 
them to have been but little qualified for the most 
noUe and interesting branch of their art 

Besides the choice of costume, and of far higher 
importance, is the proper adjustment of colours, and 
other mechanical branches of the art of painting 
which cannot properly be discussed in a chapter on 
poetry, but which are of unspeakable importance in 
producing tlvat delightful combination of form and 
colour, by which the eye is so entirely gratified as to 
repose in perfect enjoyment^ and to leave the imagi- 
nation to wander as it will. 

Entering upon the subject of landscape painting, it 
becomes much less difficult to specify in what the 
poetry of the art consists. There are certain funda- 
mental principles, from whence our ideas of the beauty 
of nature are derived, which the slightest sketch is 
i^apable of illustrating, but which cannot be neglected 
without ojffence even to the most indifferent beholder. 
Of these principles, light and shade are the most im- 
portant and conspicuous. Thus two objects, one to 
receive the rays of light, ajid another to receive the 
shadow of the first, are sufficient to constitute a pic- 
ture. Let one of these be the massive stem of an old 
tree, gray with time, and shattered with the storms 
of ages, wearing round its hoary brow a wild wreath 
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of clustering ivy, and stretching forth one verdant 
branch, still clothed with dense foliage as in former 
years. Let the other be the weedy banks of a silent 
river, in whose clear depths the shadow of this ancient 
tree is reflected, and we have at once a scene of suf- 
ficient interest and beauty to rivet the eye and fasci- 
nate the imagination. Still much must depend, even 
in a scene so simple as this, not only upon the skilful 
conduct of the pencil, but upon the poetical feeling 
of the artist Perhaps the subject may be better 
understood by illustrating it with a case in point 

It was, a few years ago, my good fortune to receive 
instruction from a gentleman,* who, whatever may 
be his other pretensions, must be unanimously ac- 
knowledged to be one of the most poetical artists of 
the present day; a fact which is sufficiently proved by 
the fearless and independent manner in which he can 
snatch up the most barren subject, and invest it with 
a mysterious beauty of his own creating. The piece 
which this artist first gave me to copy, was a pencil 
sketch of a rude entrance by a little wooden bridge, 
over a narrow stream, to what might be a copse-wood, 
or indeed a wood of any kind ; for the whole picture 
contained nothing more than three or four trees, a few 
planks of time-worn timber, and the reedy banks of 
this stream or pool. My task was performed with 
diligence, and with no little self-approbation, for my 
friends pronounced it to be admirable; and I saw my- 
self that the foliage of the oak was edged round with 
the most accurate precision, the rooks in the distance 
were eked out with the same economy of number, and 
the bulrushes that stood in the water were all mani- 
festly tipped at the ends. While my heart bounded 
with internal triumph, I drew forth the interesting 
deposit from the portfolio in which I had conveyed it 

* Mr. Gotman, now profesaor of drawing tX King's College, 
London. 

13* 



150 . THE POETBT OV Lim. 

into (he presence of mv master, and inopatiently 
watched the expression of his eye as he glanced over 
it After looking at it for some time with less and 
less of what was agreeable in his countenance, he at 
last jCaTe utterance to a low growl of disapprobatioo^ 
and finally pronounced it to he bad in two ways — bad 
as a copy, and bad as a drawing. Although I was at 
that moment very much inclined to execrate the art 
so often called divine, I have since learned to look 
with feelings of interest almost like affection upon 
that simple drawing, to which my master, with a few 
strokes from his own able and accomplished pencil, 
gave a character at once touching, beautiful, and 
poetic What was practically^the work of this pencil, 
it would be foreign to my purpose (even were I able) 
to define. It is sufficient to say, that through the illu- 
sion of the eye, the mind was forcibly presented with 
the ideas of space and atmosphere. My drawing re* 
presented nothing but an even surface, covered with 
a minutely extended texture, wovwi according to the 
pattern, of oak loaves, reeds, water, or whatever the 
uninitiated pencil might vainly attempt to imitate. In 
the same picture, after it had received a few touches 
from an able hand, the most unpractised eye might 
behold a distinct representation of a quiet day in au* 
tumn. The rooks, which had been stationary and 
silent, were now winging their way towards' that 
woodland scene, cawing at intervals with the musical 
and melancholy cadence, which at that particular time 
of the year, and especially at that particular distance, 
turns their harsh tones to melody. The passage of 
the wooden bridge had now become quite practicable, 
and after looking down into the bosom of the unru£9ed 
water, you might enter upon that unfrequented path, 
and hear the rustling of the withered grass beneath 

Sour feet; while high overhead were the majestic 
ranches of old and stately trees, extended by the 
imagination beyond what was perceptible to the 
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eye, farther and fartlier, into the silent depth of the 
forest 

From what I then saw of the metamorphosis 
wrought upon this picture, and what I have since 
learned by observation and experience, I am inclined 
to think that the poetry of landscape painting is de- 
pendent, in a great degree, upon the idea of atmo- 
sphere being clearly conveyed to the mind. That 
scene, however laboriously or delicately executed, 
which, from its want of general harmony, conveys 
no such idea to the mind, deserves not the name of a 
picture ; but that which draws forth the emotions of 
the soul by a correspondence with impressions made 
upon it by the sun, the sky, the seasons, or the hour 
of the day, may be highly and intensely poetical, 
though simple and unpretending in itself. This idea 
must be strongly impressed upon the memory and the 
the imagination of the painter before he begins his 
task. As in the natural world the colour and character 
of every visible object is afiected by the air which is 
invisible, so in all representations of external nature 
there must be that perfect harmony pervading the 
whole scene, which is in keeping with any particular 
state of the atmosphere, of which the artist may wish 
to convey an impression to others ; and thus, through 
the medium of form and colour operating upon the 
eye, the mind receives distinctly and forcibly the 
idea of that which possesses neither form nor colour 
in itself, and which no eye is capable of beholding. 

I n^ver saw the want of atmosphere more striking 
than in a picture full of peacocks. It was intended 
to illustrate the fable of the presumptuous jackdaw 
adorned in borrowed plumes ; but the jackdaw was 
only to be found upon examination, for there were 
three peacocks nearly as large as life crowded into a 
n)oderate sized painting, and two of them having their 
tails expanded, the canvass was literally covered with 
feathers. These feathers, it is true, were beautifully 
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executed, and had the piece been callm a picture of 
peacock's feathers, it might have been admired ; but 
there was a total absence of some of the most essen- 
tial parts of a scenej and the eye turned away with 
weariness or disgust, while the mind remained unin- 
formed as to the meaning of the painter, unimpressed 
with a single idea. 

In describing this picture, my mind very naturally 
reverts to one in the same exhibition, almost imme- 
diately opposed to it in situation, but still more so in 
character. It was, if I recollect right, by one of the 
NcumithSf and represented a sunset upon a level 
beach. The sky was still glowing with all the gor- 
geous tints of evening, but the sun was not visible, 
and there was neither cliff nor wave, nor headland to 
reflect his light All was a complete flat, gilded with 
his sidelong beams, and the sea and the shore were 
alike unruffled. But the artist, acquainted with the 
principles of mind as well as matter, *had not sent 
forth this mere flat to brave the consequent contempt 
of mankind. He had wisely given to his picture a 
focus of interest, without which it must have been: a 
complete blank. We have before observed, that 
whatever is beautiful or sublime, does not create in- 
tense sensations of pleasure, without some link of 
human fellowship, either real or imaginary; so the 
painter of this picture had placed in the middle dis- 
tance, or rather in the foreground of his piece, two 
human beings, whose tall shadows fell behind them 
on the ground. They might be fishermen consulting 
about the tides, or travellers resting by the way, or 
poets gazing on the golden sky; their dress and ap- 
pearance revealed nothing, nor was it of consequence 
that they should. They were human, and that was 
enough. Imagination could supply the rest, and 
people that glowing scene with all the images, fami- 
liar or fiaintastic, that wait upon the sun's decline. It 
was the perfect harmony of this picture which made 
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the charm so irresistible — ^the illusion so complete ; 
and whenever the delight or the beauty of landscape 
painting is considered, harmony must be acknow- 
ledged to be the basis upon which both are founded. 
It is true that the external aspect of nature presents 
perpetual contrast, both in form and colour ; but this 
very contrast is in harmony with the whole ; for our 
ideas of beauty are chiefly derived from the principles 
which pervade the external world, and amongst these 
we may reckon it not the least important that there 
can be no brilliant light, without deep shadow. 

In speaking of the pleasure derived from painting, 
I have found it necessary to make frequent use of the 
word illvMoriy a word which might unquestionably 
be applied to many other sources of human gratifica- 
tion. But in reference to the illusion to which we 
willingly and necessarily submit ourselves, in order to 
find greater pleasure in the productions of the pencil, 
it may not be ill-timed to offer a few remarks in this 
place. 

Those who have never studied the art of painting, 
intellectually, are not aware how much we are in- 
debted for the pleasure we receive from it, to a natu- 
ral process which takes place in the mind of the be- 
holder. The painter who has no brighter materials 
than red and yellow clay to work with, can so dispose 
them as to represent the splendour and brilliance of a 
summer sunset, upon which we gaze till our eyes are 
almost dazzled with the refulgence of those burning 
beams. In the centre of his piece he places the glow- 
ing orb of day, smiling his brightest before he sinks 
to rest upon his couch of crimson clouds ; on either 
side are trees whose foliage is bathed in the same gol- 
den hues, and if skilfully managed, they will form a 
vista terminating in excess of light ; while the whole 
is enlivened by a group of panting cattle, some of 
them holding down their heads as if in the very pros- 
tration of patient endurance, while their tails are 
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curled about in every possible variety of posture, to 
■how with what assiduity they are lashing off the 
myriads of insects, whose busy and unceasing hum is 
almost loud enough to be heard. On first asking why 
the little spot of yellow paint which represents the 
sun looks so much more brilliant in the picture than 
on the palette, we are told it is the adjustment of the 
different grades of light which thus increases the 
brightness of the centre. But let the same colours be 
placed without apy regard to form in the same order 
on the palette, and we behold nothing but a heap of 
paint, upon which we might gaze till doomsday with- 
out being dazzled. It is because we know that that 
particular appearance of the sun, the sky, the earth, 
the trees, and the cattle, is in reality the invariable 
accompaniment of intense heat, so, on perceiving the 
same appearance in a picture, we persuade ourselves 
that it is so there. If in the same scene, and with 
precisely the same colours, the artist should represent 
the violence of a gale of wind ; or if instead of the 
cattle, but in the same situation, and still with the 
same colours, he should place a leafless tree, a cottage 
with its roof covered with snow, and a miserable, 
half-starved man, vainly endeavouring to fold a blanket 
round his shivering limbs, there is no eye that would 
feel the same diflBculty, in gazing on the picture, no 
mind, either of man or woman, that would be able, 
while contemplating such a scene, to undergo the pro- 
cess of (what is now commonly called) realizing the 
ideas of light and heat. 

In the selection of animals, or individual objects 
thrown in from choice to diversify a picture, the land- 
scape painter finds wide scope -for the display of his 
poetic feeling. The introduction of fat cattle is an 
error into which none could fall who was not either a 
novice in his art, or an agriculturalist irrevocably 
wedded to the best system of rearing live stock. And 
why?. Because our associations wi^ fat cattle, what- 
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ever satisfaetion they may yield in the kitchen or 
larder, are decidedly too gross and vulgar in their na- 
ture to afford any gratification in a poem or a picture. 
Far be it from the writer of this chapter to depreciate 
the value of fat cattle, or any other agricultural pro- 
duce ; but everything has an appropriate place, and 
there is but one kind of picture in which fat cattle 
would be in theirs. I will leave the reader to judg9 
how far that kind is worthy of the graphic art I^t 
the subject be a red brick farm house, with a barn ex- 
tending on one side, and a square plot of garden 
ground on the other, circular corn stacks, and a red 
tiled-pigeon house in front, with fields in the distance, 
smoothed down by constant culture, and intersected 
with neatly clipped hedgerows running at right angles 
all over them ; then fat cattle would unquestionably 
be well placed in the foreground, and the picture, 
merely as such, would possess the beauty of harmony 
in all its parts, though it might be impossible to call it 
poetical. 

After condemning an extreme case, the mind, by a 
natural effort, rushes towards its opposite in search of 
that gratification which it has failed to find, and the 
idea which now presents itself, is that of a wild and 
varied landscape, with distant mountains, rugged pre- 
cipices, deep groves, green slopes, foaming cataracts, 
and wandering rills. Upon the verdant banks of one 
of these, beneath the shade of a ^^ wide spreading 
beech," the artist places, immediately in the fore- 
ground, no less a personage than Apollo himself, while 
the Muses dance before him to the music of his lyre, 
and winged loves, and agile graces, skip from rock to 
rock, or float upon thp ambient air. Does the picture 
please ? No ; because, in the first instance, it is not 
' true to nature,* and wherever the conceit of man's 

* ** My notion of nature comprehends not only the forms which 
nature produces, but also the nature and internal fabric and organi- 
zations, as I may call it, of the human mind and imagination.^— 
Sir Jitskua Jieynold$, 
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imagination breaks in upon the harmony and patbotf 
which belong to nature alone, the poetical charm must 
in some measure be destroyed ; and, secondly, because 
in the picture of a landscape, the idea of rural scenery 
should be distinct and predominant, which it is im- 
possible it should be where characters so important as 
ApoUo and the Muses are introduced. But let us still 
retain the landscape, and see whether something better 
may not be made of it The artist who enters into 
the real spirit of poetry, will place upon the broken 
crags of the mountain a few shaggy goats, and per- 
haps a solitary stag, a wanderer from the herd, will 
be* stooping over the side of the stream to lave its 
thirst in the cool waters of the forest The foreground 
he will enliven witli the rich colouring of innumera- 
ble wild plants, woven into a gorgeous carpet, which 
here and there gives place to a sharp projecting rock,' 
or yields to the wild vagaries of a small silvery tor- 
rent, that sparkles up from a gray stone fountain, and 
after filling a rude trough, shoots forth in bubbling 
eddies, and then loses itself amongst the thick leaves 
and brushwood overhanging the little narrow bed, 
which with the strife of ages it has worked out for its 
own repose. Beside this fountain, a woman is stand- 
ing, not an angel, or a goddess, but a simple peasant 
woman, whose dress, coarse but gorgeous in its co- 
louring, corresponds with the rich and varied tints of 
the foreground. She has just filled her pitcher from 
the pure stream, and is resting it for a moment on the 
side of the stone trough, before she treads back her 
lonely way to the herdsman's cottage, whose low- 
thatched roof may be seen half hid by the sheltering 
trees. Here is at once a picture, which, by awaken- 
ing our sympathies, calling to mind a thousand de- 
lightful recollections, and giving birth to the most * 
agreeable associations, rivets our attention, delights 
our fancy, and demonstrates more clearly than would 
a volume of definitions, what it is that constitutes the 
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pm^ of paintiiig; and in this maDtier, tbe most 
pleasing landscapes may be composed out of materials 
extremely simple, and sometimes even barren in tliem* 
selves. 

Perhaps no one was ever more intimately acquainted 
with the poetry of this branch of the art, than Salvator 
Rosa.. In all his delineations of the savage dignity of 
nature, njay be found a perfect correspondence between 
^ subjects which he chose, and his manner of treating 
then)* "Everything is of a piece, his rocks, trees, 
sky? even to his handling, have the same rude and 
wild character which animates his figiires/^ 

As the art of poetry may be classed under several 
different heads, so that of painting has, to the poetical 
observer, many distinctions of character not laid down 
in the technical phraseology of the schools. Leaving 
the moce celebrated productions of the studio, to which 
there might doubtless be found corresponding speci- 
mens in the sister art, I will turn to a case in pointy 
which to my own mind is both striking and familiar. 
It is the resemblance of character between Bewick^s 
woodcuts, and the poems of Robert Burns. It is true, 
thue artist in this instance has confined himself to a mode 
of conveying his ideas so simple and unpretending, 
that the comparison scarcely holds good between the 
productions of the pencil and the pen. All that I 
maintain is the similarity of talent, of tone of mind, 
and moral feeling, displayed in their separate works. 
We find in both the same adherence to nature, without 
ornament or affectation, and we discover the same pathos 
in those^ slight touches of which genius alone is capable, 
with the* same freaks of fancy, lawless and unrestrained, 
describing as if in very wantonness, scenes the most 
grotesque, ludicrous, or familial- ; and then soaring away 
amongst the wild, the melancholy, and sometimes the 
sublime, yet retaining throughout the same moral im- 
press, either dignified or abused. 

I was once so circumstanced as to become intimately 
Vol. I. 14 
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acquainted with the private studies of an artist, whose 
talent bore so striking a resemblance to ballad writing, 
that I feel confident had circumstances in early life 
directed his choice to the pen instead of the pencil, he 
would have used it with equal facility, and probably 
with as much lasting fame. The subjects which came 
under my notice were extremely small, and seldom 
contained more than a'litte patch of mountain scenery, 
with two or three goats or wild sheep ; yet such was 
the character of these fairy pictures, that while the eye 
dwelt upon them, the illusion was so perfect as almost 
to beguile the fancy with the belief, that the bleat of 
those wandering sheep, the scent of the purple heather, 
and the hum of the wild bee, were really present to 
the senses. You might gaze, and gaze upon those 
simple scenes until you felt the cool elasticity of the 
mountain breeze, and the influence of the clear blue 
sky, stretching pure and high and distant over the 
wide moor ; while you wandered on, amongst the rust- 
ling furze and yellow broom, startling the timid moor* 
fowl, and rousing the slumbering lark to spread again 
its folded wing, and soaring into upper air, to sing 
another hymn of praise and thanksgiving to the Author 
of this perfect and wonderful creation, of which we 
feel ourselves in such moments to be no inconsiderable 
or unworthy part What is there to remind us that 
we are unworthy? We feel not the stirrings of mean 
or sordid passion. We are away from the habitations 
of man. Away from the envy and strife, the tumult 
and contention, which mar the peace of his hereditary 
and social home. Away amongst the hills — >away in 
the boundless and immeasurable realm of nature, where 
it is impossible not to feel the love of a benign and 
superintending Providence — not to behold the work 
of an omnipotent Creator — not to acknowledge the 
dominion of a pure and holy God. If we are not 
worthy of his countenance and protection when we 
feel and acknowledge all this, when we bow in simpli- 
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city and humble reverence before the all-pervading 
^irit that animates and sustains the world ; when— - 
when are the creatures of his formation to lift up the 
prayer of gratitude, and return thanks for the blessing 
of existence ? 

But to return to our subject After all that has been 
said of the importance of copying from nature, a few 
remarks may be necessary in reference to this expres- 
sioif, which is capable of being very diflFerently under- 
stood. To copy nature is not merely to make the sky 
above, and the earth beneath, or even, entering into 
minutia, to make the clouds grey, and the grass green. 
The artist may copy nature with the accuracy and 
precision of a Chinese,* and yet never paint a picture 
that will excite even momentary admiration. It is 
quite as necessary thatTie shouTd be able to perceive 
with the eye, as to execute with the hand. He must 
learn to distinguish, to separate, and to combine ; but 
above all, he must be able to form a whole, not out of 
the different parts presented at one particular moment 
to his eye, but, as nature is perpetually changing, and 
as no two yards of the earth's surface are precisely 
alike, he must compose a whole out of the various 
aspects of the natural and visible world, which he has 
at different times of his life observed, and of which his 
memory retains a distinct impression ; and this proves 
again, that painting as well as poetry requires time and 
opportunity for receiving such indelible impressions, 
without which the works of the most talented artist 
would never exceed in merit the representations in a 
school-boy's sketch bock. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds remarks, in his admirable 
lectures, that Hubens makes amends for the local 
peculiarities of the Dutch school, by varying his land- 

* This remade does not refer to the fignres upon china, but to the 
more elaborate paintings of the Chinese, where a delineation of eveiy 
leaf on a tree is frequently attempted. 
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scape representations of individual phices^ confined and 
uninteresting in themselves, by the introduction of a 
rainbow, a storm, or some particular accidental effect 
of light ; while Claude Lorrian, who well knew that 
taking nature as he found it, seldom produced beauty, 
composed his pictures from draughts which he had 
Jireviously made from various beautiful views and 
prospects. It is a vulgar remark, often made upon 
pictures thus composed, that they are not true to 
nature, nor are they like a map, true to any given 
section of the earth's surface ; but they are true 
to that conception qf perfect beauty taith which 
nature animates the soul of the poet^ and which it 
is one of his greatest pleasures to see diffused over the 
external world. It is not by representing nature in 
detail, but in character, that the nighest gratitication 
is produced ; and he must unquestionably be the best, 
as well as the most poetical painter, who conveys by 
his works an idea of the general character .of the 
external world ; in short, who paints not only for the 
eye, but for the mind. It is not the eye alone that is 
enlivened by Uie brilliance of a sunny morning, nor is 
it the eye alone that reposes when the sombre shades 
of evening fall upon our path. There must be so 
much of character in all representations of particular 
times and seasons, as to convey to the mind a comes* 
ponding idea of the general state of the sky, the air, 
the vegetable and the animal kingdom, by which such 
seasons are invariably accompanied. Thus the land- 
scape painter, by cultivating a familiar acquaintance 
with the minute varieties, and the distinct characteris- 
tics of the visible world ; but above all, by studying 
profoundly those phenomena by which all that we 
know of the mysteries of beauty, power, and sublimity 
are revealed, will be able out of such materials to com- 
pose a whole, whose highest reoommendflftion it will 
be, that it addresses itself forcibly to the imagination 
of the beholder, and calls up a train of associations 
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^mtii feelings and ideas the most exquisite and 
poetical. 

On the poetry of historical painting, volumes misht 
be written — but as much, perhaps too much, has 
already been said on painting in general, I will merely 
add a few remarks on this particular branch of the art- 
It is obvious, on first turning our attention to this 
subject, that the grand requisite for a poetical painter, 
is a mind so cultivated and informed, and at the same 
time so warmed by enthusiasm, as to enable the artist 
to enter fully and deeply into the subject before him. 
As an instance of this we need only contrast the 
touching pathos, the wild grace, and beauty given by 
Gainsborough to all his cottage children, with some 
of our more modern and ephemeral productions, 
where a young lady with the airs and graces of a 
fashionable boarding school, or where at lesat a lay 
figure is dressed in rags and called a beggar girl. The 
little motherless looking children in Gainsborough's 

!)ietures ofier a silent appeal to our best and tenderest 
eelings, and it is evident he must have powerfully 
realized in his own mind all that belongs to orphan- 
destitution, as well as' to the simple habits and feelings 
of rustic life. 

Next to this qualification for a poetical painter, is a 
capacity for combining a whole from particular and 
suitable parts, and the art of keeping all such parts io 
their proper degree of relation and subordination. If 
for instance a painter, in representing the death of a 
father of a family, should so far forget the dignity of 
his subject, as to make a favourite dog advance to the 
eentre of the piece and lick his master's face, the 
unity of the whole would be destroyed ; and instead 
of the feelings being affected by sympathy with the 
grief there represented, the general and very natural 
exclamation would be — ^^ What can the dog be doing ?'' 
But let the afficted family, next to their dying parent, 
be most conspicuous in the scene. Let the focus (if 
14* 
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I may use tiie exfuession) of dutreM diTerge amoi^aBt 
the domestics or less interested members of the faomaef- 
hold^ and then in the distance the same dog might 
very properly be introduced^ looking through the half 
open door with surprise and perplexity upon the 
unwonted soene, and standing witii one foot lified upa« 
if doubting whether it were a place and time &>r hijn 
to venture in. The same kind of auhordination witb 
respect to light and colour is of immense importanoQ 
in the formation of a seene. That picture whidi im 
broken up with a variety of spots of light and shade^ 
ean neitl^r be agreeable to ^e eye, nor convey to the 
mind sensations of concentrated or powerful interest. 
But as the rules for the regulation of light and shade, 
as well as of form and colouring, bdong more exclu* 
sively to the studio, I shall merely repeat in reference 
to this subject, that none of these rules can in any 
single instance be so violated as to ojSmd the eye, or 
•trike the fancy with an impression foreign to the 
purpoge of the painter, without the charm of the whole 
bmng sacrificed. With the practical parts of his pro^ 
feasion, the painter must make himself acquainted, upon 
the same principle that the poet learns ih& graminati«- 
cal use of language, and studies the rules of composi- 
tion ; nor would a glaring breach of propriety of style 
be less pardonable in one instance, than a gross de- 
parture from the established rules of art in the oibher. 
I am induced to make these remarks because we 
are perpetually hearing of the inspiration, rather than 
the cultivation of genius ; and that the merit of a paint- 
ing, rather than the misfortune of the painter, co^sistf 
in his being self-taught The only excuse that can be 
made for so glaring a misuse of language, is that it may 
serve the purpose of exciting in the vulgar piind 
higher notions of the influence of intelleictual pow.er* 
The constant labour and concentrated application 
which marked the lives of the moat eminent paintens^ 
prove that immediate inspiration had little to .do witt| 



4fae ivork of tbieir bands. Indeed I know not whs^ 
inapiration is, with j'egard to th^ fine arts; unless it 
ihe the first naoying spring of action — ^the desire-*--th9 
thirst for excellenoe obUinied at any coat, which 
operates upon the talent and the will, prompting tbe 
one to seek and the other to submit to, all the la^ 
borious, irksome and difficult means which are neees^ 
isary for the attainntent of exeellenee. The painter 
knows well what it has cost hi«i to compose one entire 
figure out of the various parts, which intense study 
has taught him are essential to any particular wbole^ 
He knows, but there is no need that he should tell the 
world, how many thousand sketches he has made of 
^ich individual limb, by how many heart-breaking 
failures the wreath of fame has been torn from his 
Jbrow, what days and nights he has spent in the adjust*- 
oient of the cloak of a favourite hero, how the head 
o£ his saint has been designed from sketches made in 
Xtaly, the feet of his martyr brought from Paris, and 
the hand of his goddess copied from that of his own 
ladylove at home, who had laid aside Iter stitching, 
and doffed her thimble, after many fruitless entreaties, 
consenting for five minutes only, and with the liberty 
of scolding all the time, to sit for the likeness of h^ 
Jiand. And this is what the vulgar call inspiration ! 
They speak too of expression in a portrait, just as if 
it were a sort of magical atmosphere thrown around 
the figure, and capable of converting form and colour 
of any description -into a likeness. They do not take 
the trouble to observe that the eye-brows in the ori^ 
ginal are arched, and that the painter has made them 
siraight; they are ignorant that the nostrils whei^ 
depressed at ojie corner denote melancholy, when 
elevated vivacity and wit ; that the artist can im- 
mediately produce a total ohange in the character of 
the mouth, by a slight alteration in the closing line; 
and that it is by a long course of study, experience^ 
and unremitting labour, that he makes himself in- 
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timately acquainted, not only with the natural forma* 
tion of the human countenance, but also with those 
muscular affections which accompany certain emotions 
of the mind ; that by these means he is enabled not 
only to perceive, but to imitate the characteristic lines 
and features, and thus to produce what is called ex- 
pression. 

On dismissing the idea of inspiration from the art 
of painting, and acknowledging the necessity of study 
and experience, we see that a poetical painter, though 
elevated to the highest distinctions of genius, can only 
have attained that eminence by a process not impro- 

Eerly called education; though it may or may not 
ave been conducted in strict conformity with acade- 
mical rules. This process may be divided into three 
stages. First, he feels the moving spring of action-* 
the ardent desire which prompts the young artist to 
look abroad into the works of the creation, to search 
out with penetrating and comprehensive vision, the 
eternal principles of things, and to discover and ac- 
knowledge wherever it is to be found, the imperish- 
able essence of beauty. Thousands of human beings 
are alive to this state of feeling, who from want of 
suitable advantages, from different bias, in short, from 
necessity, are hindered from advancing farther in the 
walks of art; and therefore thousands are sensible of 
the poetical influence of painting, who have never 
touched a pencil, or only touched one to their own 
shame and disappointment But let the young artist, 
stimulated with this burning desire — ^this unquenchr 
able thirst for physical and moral excellence, submit 
himself to the strictest discipline of the schools, will 
his energy be impaired, his genius extinguished, or 
his enthusiasm subdued? No. No more than the 
poet in selecting suitable words as the vehicle to con- 
vey his ideas to mankind, will lose the Promethean 
iire which gives life and splendour to his verse : and 
just with the same facility can the painter strike off a 
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perfect pieture withotit adherence to established rales, 
as the minstrel can pour forth his harmonious thoughts 
ill a language unknown to him before. 

From the stern practice of the schools, the artist in 
time emerges, though only to extend the sphere of 
his education, and widen the field of those studies 
which the longest life of man is insufficient to com- 
I^ete. This brings us to the third and last stage, 
when the artist, still animated with the same enthusi- 
siasm, launches forth into the world. Haying become 
dioroughly initiated in the use of the proper means, 
he is now able to apply both the ardour of his soul, 
and the labour of his hand, to the production of those 
splendid works which his mind is not less able to con- 
ceive, for having been made acquainted with their 
imieniai cuuxjti trctiuir, ihctr peculiar distinctions, and 
limitations. Fully qualified to enter the realm of 
poetry, he identifies himself with the author, and re- 
garding his hero in his moral and intellectual charao- 
ter, invests him with a nobility of mien and stature, 
which, if it is not true to his physical formation, is 
true to nature ; because his nature was noble, and the 
character which the historian is able to describe with 
iShe intervention of time, and the change of sce&e and 
circumstance, he must impress upon the canvass, as it 
were with one stroke, and concentrate into the space 
of a single moment, the accumulated influence, and 
power, and majesty, of a long life of glorious actions. 
Animated by the spirit-stirring influence of poetic 
feeling, he can now take captive the fallen monarch, 
in chains which his own hand flings around him ; he 
can allure the sylvan deity into bowers of his own 
constructing; personify the impassioned minstrel with 
a harmony of colouring, like music to tbe eye ^ and 
tinge an angel's wings with the golden hues of 
heaven. 

The greatest merit of painting is, that like poetry, 
it addresses itself to those principles of iotelieetuai en- 
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joyment, without which ita greatest beauties would 
oeither be appreciated nor seen — ^principles implanted 
in the human mind, and often neittier felt nor acknow- 
ledgedy until called forth by the works of art The 
pleasure we derive from painting, is commonly and 
superficially considered to be only as it is an imitative 
art Why then do not coloured figures in wax, rank 
higher in the estimation of the world, than the more 
laforious and cumbrous productions of the sculptor? 
And why do not miniature landscapes, with the real 
elevation of hills, trees, and houses, made of cork or 
clay, and coloured to the hues of nature, please more 
than the level surface, on which form and distance are 
denoted merely by a particular management of colour, 
so as to represent linrht and shade? The fact is, that 
in such performances. However tng,pu iuupi^ ^iduaj^o^i, 
nothing is left for the imagination. We see the thing 
as it really is, pronounce it to be very pretty, and 
think no more about it; while those in which the 
e£fect alone is obvious, and the means enveloped in 
their proper obscurity, strike the beholder with feel- 
ings of wonder and admiration; while through the 
medium of the senses, he receives just so much in- 
formation, as is necessary to set the imagination afloat 
upon an immeasurable ocean of thought Let hands 
profane colour to the very life an Apollo or a Venus, 
and we should see nothing more than a fine man, and 
a pretty woman ; but in contemplating them as they 
are, we behold the eternal principles of imperishable 
beauty, handed down -to us from distant ages, con- 
ceived by one nation, appropriated by another, and 
acknowledged by all with the profoundest admiration. 
Painting and sculpture, next to poetry, constitute 
the grand medium by which the sublimest ideas, and 
the most exquisite sensations are conveyed to the hu- 
man mind. It is true the phenomena of nature are 
more essentially sublime, as well as beautiful; but 
nature speaks to us in a voice whioh we do not always 
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hear, and cannot always understand. It is wben na* 
ture is interpreted by the power of human genius, 
that we hear most forcibly, and if we do not under- 
stand, we fetl the eternal truths which have their 
archetype in nature, and their corresponding impress 
in the soul of man. 
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THE POETRY OF SOUND. 

Amongst the organs of perception by which ideas 
of sensible things are conveyed to the mind, it is only 
necessary here to notice those which are most impor- 
tant and obvious — the eye, and the ear. Painting 
forms the medium of connexion between the eye and 
the mind: language supplies the mind with ideas, 
through the medium of the ear. Our attention has 
hitherto been occupied by visible objects alone, and 
having conducted them to the mind through one ave- 
nue, it is necessary that we take up the subject of 
sound, in order that we may make a progressive ap- 
proach by another. 

Sound is perhaps of all subjects the most intimately 
connected with poetic feeling, not only because it 
comprehends within its widely extended sphere, the 
influence of music, so powerful over the passions and 
affections of our nature ; but because there is in poetry 
itself, a cadence — ^a perceptible harmony, which de- 
lights the ear while the eye remains unaffected. The 
ear is also more subject than the eye to the influence 
of association, just in proportion as the impressions it 
receives are more isolated or distinct. The ^e per- 
ceives a great number of objects at once, or in such 
rapid succession that they tend to destroy the identity 
of each, and so long as it remains unclosed, continues 
to behold, and to perceive, without a moment's inter- 
mission ; but the ear, besides being compelled to re- 
ceive sounds, merely as they are offered to it, without, 
like the eye, possessing the powers of searching, 
selecting, and investigating for itself, has its intervals 
of silence, which render the impressions that h%ve 
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been made more durable^ and those which vre to fol- 
low more acute. Wherever there is any risible ob- 
ject, the eye, and the mind through the eye, may r^ 
ceive pleasure, because li^t itself is beautiful, and the 
glancing sunbeams even on the walls of a prison, afford 
tx> the unfortunate dwellers within, associations which 
connect those beams with the glorious orb of day, the 
skies, the air, and a multitude of agreeable ideas which 
naturally present themselves ; but the ear is much less 
frequently gratified than the eye, especially in towns, 
iwhere it is denied the negative enjoyment of silence. 
Compare the frequency of lisht and sunshine appear- 
ing even on the prison wall, with the occurrence of 
any sweet, or soothing sound within those gloomy 
precincts. Compare the beautiful specimens of art, 
the appearance of order, regularity, and magnificence 
to be seen in the city, with the perpetual tumult and 
din, by which the ear is distressed and annoyed. 
Compare the endless variety of charms presented to 
the ^e by external nature, with the frequent silencd 
which prevails in the country, and we shall perceive 
at once, that the ear is an organ less fictive, and less 
occupied than the eye ; and thus we ihay account for 
its impressions being so intense, as well as so pecu- 
liarly fraught with associations the most powerful and 
affecting to the mind. 

Why certain sounds should be sigreeable or dis- 
agreeable to the ear may be best understood by ex- 
amining the principles of music ; which, for more rea- 
sons than one, it would be unwise to introduce into 
the present work. The established fact that the ear 
is gratified by harmony, and pained by discord, is 
quite sufficient for my present purpose; but why, 
under certain circumstances, we are delighted with 
sounds which are in themselves, and separate from 
association, the most intolerable discord, may very 
properly form a subject of serious consideration here. 

Perhaps one of the most striking, as well as. most 

Vol. I. 15 
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iamiliar instances of this kind, is the cawing of the 
rook. When this bird is taken captive and brought 
into your room, nothing can well be more offensive to 
the ear, more harsh, or discordant, than its voice ; and 
yet the same voice heard in certain situations in the 
open air is proverbially musical — heaard as a numb^" 
of these social and sagacious inhabitants of the woods 
are winging their slow and solemn flight, while their 
shadows flit over the richly cultivated landscape, and 
approaching the abodes of man, they wheel round and 
round in graceful circles, returning homeward with 
the same speed, the same desire, and the same end in 
view, the language of the whole community reminding 
the listener of the voices of wearied but contented 
travellers, well pleased to return from their journey ; 
while they congratulate each other upon the peace, 
the comfort, and the security which await them in 
their ancestral dwellings. 

Though the language of the rook is extremely 
limited, and to those who know little of rural scenes 
or rural pleasures, extremely monotonous, it is capa- 
ble of varying that language by a cadence or ex- 
pression both familiar and interesting to the privi- 
leged class of beings who draw upon the inexhaustible 
resources of nature for their amusement and delight 
In the spring, when the rooks first begin to be busy 
with their nests, their language, like their feelings 
and occupations, is cheerful, bustling, and tumultuous. 
Within the rookery it is perfect discord ; but heard in 
the distance, it conveys to the mind innumerable 
pleasing associations with that delightAil season of the 
year, and the universal alacrity and joy with which 
the animal creation resume their preparations fof a 
new and happy life. But it is in the autumn, when 
the bustle of the spring and summer has subsided, that 
the language of the rook is most poetical. There is 
then a melancholy cadence in its voice, heard slowly 
and at intervals, which is in perfect unison with the 
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general aspect of nature ; nor is it difficult to suppoaa 
that this sagacious bird, perched upon the topmost 
bough of some venerable tree, is making observations 
upon the external world, and sympathising in the 
universal tendency to decay^ exhibited in the scattered 
fruit, the faded folia^, and the withered grass. 

Of the same description of sound is the bleating of 
the lamb, which in itself is as entirely devoid of sweet* 
ness and melody, as the cawing of the rook ; yet the 
voice of the lamb has been so long and so intimately 
connected in idea with the season of spring, with green 
fields and sunny slopes^ with scented hawthorn, yellow 
cowslips, rich meadows, and wandering rills ; as well 
as with plenty, and innocence, and peace; that our 
best poets have deemed it no violation of the laws to 
which genius is amenable, to mingle the bleating of 
the lamb with the sweetest harmony of nature. 

One more instance of the same kind will suffice— 
the croak of the raven, which exceeds the other two 
in the harshness and dissonance with which it strikes, 
upon the ear; and yet how perfectly harmonious is 
the croak of the raven when it echoes amongst the 
rocky heights of the mountain, or rising from the 
rugged clmk of the shore, mingles with the hollow 
and tumultuous roar of the ever restless ocean. 

The voices of the innumerable singing birds, which 
people our gardens, fields, and groves, filling the air 
with one perpetual melody, are well known to every 
listening ear and feeling mind, both in their natural 
music, and in their poetical associations. From the 
sweet, plaintive notes of the robin, to the rich, full 
warble of the thrush and blackbird, they are in them- 
selves, and separate from all relative ideas, most 
delightful to the ear, under almost all imaginable cir- 
cumstances except one ; and that is, when heard through 
the bars of the solitary prison to which the wild min- 
strels of nature are too often inhumanly condemned. 
The two most melancholy sounds in the world, are the 



17* THK FOETBT OF LIFE. 

iong of the caged bird, and the volee of the street 
minstrel. It makes the heart that has been accustomed 
to the wild, joyous minstrelsy of nature, sicken to hear 
either. Suspended in his narrow cage, and excluded 
by an outer prison from all participation in the fresh 
and genial air, or hung without these walls in the heat 
and din and suflfocation of the crowded city, perhaps 
the little prisoner feels a gleam of snnshine fidl upon 
his plumed wing, and in an instant the fire of nature is 
kindled in his iMsom. He may know nothing of the 
flowery fields, let us hope he possesses not the faculty 
itf remembering what onoe be was; but in his bound- 
ing breast instinct supplies the place of memory and 
imagination, and he pines for he knows not what Ani- 
mated with the energy of a wild free life, he iSutters 
his light wings with a quick and fairy motion, almost 
spiritual in its grace, and oh ! how touching in the per- 
petual fruitlessness of its efibrts to ^fiee away and be 
at rest*' Still the life of its little soul is unsubdued, 
and it warbles out its longest, loudest notes, even there, 
as if in defiance of the power of man, or to prove that 
there is a power in nature, a power of expansion and 
vitality, beyond the reach of his controUingj contract- 
ing, and contaminating hand. 

There is a scene exhibited every day throughout the 
summer months, in the outskirts of London, which it 
is possible to contemplate until the mind is filled with 
misanthropy, and we learn to loathe and shun our 
own species. In fields sufficiently remote from the 
city to admit of their being the resort of birds, men are 
accustomed to station themselves with a trap and snare, 
in order to obtain a supply of singing birds for the 
London markets. The trap is a large net, so contrived 
that it can be drawn up in a moment; the snare is a 
little chirping bird, tied fast to the end of a pliant 
«tick, which rebounds with the flutter of its wings, and 
thus the bird alternately rising and sinking, has some- 
thing the appearance of dancing at will upon the light 
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and buoyant spray. The man, the monarch of crea- 
iiotif all the while crouches on the ground to watch his 
prey, and when one little sufferer has by its fruitless 
struggles SQ well mimicked the movements of a joyous 
flight, as to allure its. fellow victims into the snare, the 
WM knot is drawn, the man chooses out from the 
number the sweetest. songsters, and after depositing 
them separately in an immense number of little cages, 
brought with him for the. purpose, they are conveyed 
to the market, purchased, and made miserable during 
the rest of their lives, for the delectation of London 
ears, and the benefit of society in general. 

I know not whether it was the aSfect of my own fan- 
cy, oi*that such was really the fact, but the men whom 
I have seen employed in this business, looked to me 
uncommonly large, that is, personally large. There 
was so strange a contrast between their magnitude and 
that of the little fragile beings they were contending 
with upon such unequal terms; between the frantie 
fluttering of the decoy bird and the joyous flight of the 
free ones ; between ihiB system of deception, artifice 
and cruelty, and the open and manly performance of 
that Christian duty which teaches us to deal mercifully 
even with the meanest of God^s creatures, that I have 
always considered this scene as amongst the most 
melancholy of those incident to a congregated mass of 
human beings in an imperfect state of moral cultiva- 
tion. 

But to return from this digression to the immense 
number and variety of sounds made conducive to the 
embellishment of poetry, amongst which that of the 
wind is perhaps the most productive of poetical as- 
sociations. Strike out this master chord from the 
harp of nature, and the music of the spheres would 
be harmony no more. Upon the bosom of waveless 
sea ; in the wide desert, where the sterile sand reposes 
unruffled ; or in more domestic and familiar scenes, 
when the sky is concealed behind a dense mass of 
15* 
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molioiileii cloud, when the flowers no longer trenafaie 
on 4heir slender stems, and even the aspen leaves are 
■tiU, a voice is wanting to remind us of ^e prevalence 
and potency of one mighty element ; and we feel as 
if the great spirit of nature were either sleeping or 
dead. The least perceptible movement in the air, the 
■lightest sound of the passing breeze as it whispers 
through die leafy boughs of the forest, fills up the 
dreary void ; an all-pervadii|g intelligence again lives 
around us, and the imaginative mind holds ideal in- 
tercourse with invisible beings, whose home is in the 
wilderness, and whose mysticai companionship is the 
«)rmbolical language in which nature is ever speaking 
to her diildren. According to the temper and cori>- 
«truction of that mind, the voice of the wind brings 
tidings either joyful or melancholy. It may whisp^* 
in those low sweet tones which are sacred to the 
communication of happiness, or it may answer to the 
«adness of the soul in long plaintive notes that re- 
semble a continued, unbroken, and universal sigh. It 
may tell <^ the gardens of the East, of the perfumes 
of Arabia that float upon its buoyant wings, of the 
cooling flow of sparkling waterfalls, of the ^Melicate 
breathing'' of summer flowers ; or of the bleak moun- 
tain, the howling, wilderness, the deep echo of the 
gloomy cave, the rustling of the withered grass, Aad 
the waving of the boughs of the cypress. Precisely 
as the'mind is afiected it interprets the language of the 
wind, and receives its portion of joy or sorrow from 
the associations which that familiar sound conveys. 
This, however, can only be the case under ordinary 
eircumstances. There are situations in which the 
jhowling of the wind so closely resembles the low 
monotonous wail of inexhaustible sorrow, that the 
treasure it is known to afibrd to some individuals of 
{^articular taste and feeling, can only be accounted for 
by supposing, that it forcibly reminds them, by con- 
trast, of their own uninterrupted enjoyment In the . 
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same manner^ those who love to listen to the nightly 
tempest are wont to stir the fire and pity the sailors, 
and then turning inward to their own contracted circle 
of delight, congratulate themselves that it is broken 
in upon by no storms, invaded by no distress, and 
subject to no apprehensions of impending calamity. 

Amongst the varieties of sound rendered familiar 
to us by their frequent and natural occurrence, the 
voice of the storm is the. most potent in its influence. 
Whether it comes bounding and booming over the 
surjEace of the raging sea, or roaring through the stately 
CoreBt, it is alike grand and terrific — alike full of 
association with images of majesty and awe, and ideas 
of partial or universal destruction by a mighty but 
unseen power. The speed with which it travels 
seems scarcely to admit of any distinction in the feel- 
ings it awakens, but swift as the wind may be in its 
irresistible progress, it is not more so than thought, to 
which even a sudden explosion of matter a£fords time 
for the combination of a number of familiar ideas, by 
a process unknown to the mind in which it takes place. 
The raging of the tempest, to those who have never 
heard it with feelings alive to the poetry of nature, 
would be described as one continuous and monotonous 
sound ; but to those who have, it is marked by a va- 
riety of distinctions, which accounts for the variety of 
sensations it occasions. To begin first with the hoUow 
roar marking the interval when it seems to be retreat- 
ing as if to gather strength, then the mighty gathering 
and the irresistible progress with which it rushes as 
swift as lightning through immeasurable space, leaving 
just time for the most appalling apprehensions, as it 
comes louder, and louder, and at last bursts upon us 
in one overwhelming tumult, mingling every imagin- 
able combination of terrific sound, from the crash of 
falling matter, to the shrieks of wild despair. And 
it is this combination of impressions, each bringing 
along with it a train of associations, which constitutes 
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what is called the excitement of the scene — an ex- 
citement either distressing or inyigoratingy fearfal or 
exquisitely delightful, according to the peculiar temper 
or capability of the mind of the listener. 

There are three important attributes belonging to 
the wind, which combine to invest it with a character 
of intelligence. Motion, which gives the appearance 
of life to the external world ; sound, which operates 
upon the mind through the medium of another sense, 
and resembles the un^ersal voice of creation ; and (if 
I may be allowed the expression) omnipresence, an 
attribute so potent in its influence upon our feeling 
that from the searching, penetrating, and pervading 
power of the wind, we are accustomed to assign to it 
a character which differs little from actual personality. 
From ancient times down to the present moment, the 
wind is spoken of as a swift and faithful messenger. 
We say — ^'^Tell it not to the winds,'* lest they should 
carry the report to the utmost parts of the earth, and 
communicate the tidings to its inmost recesses ; << Give 
thy sorrow to the winds,'* that they may bear it away 
on their elastic wings, and disperse it too widely for 
any single particle to remain perceptible, through the 
regions of illimitable space; and the great master 
magician who could wield at will all the passions of 
human nature, and all the influences of the elements, 
has^thus powerfully represented the instrumentality 
of the winds in calling forth the self-upbraidings of a. 
guilty conscience : 

O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 
Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it; 
The-winda did nng it to mes and the thunder. 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper ! — 

Next to the sound of wind, that of water is perhaps 
the most poetical ; whether it falls clear, and sharp, 
and tinkling drop by drop into the hollow bai^n of 
rock, or wanders through the woodland with a warb- 
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Kng and mellow voice,'^ or glides in the sheeted water- 
fall down the sides of the mountain, with a soft and 
silvery sound, or rushes over its pent*up channel, in 
all the wild tumult of an impetuous torrent — whether 
rising and falling upon the distant shore, with a solemn 
and monotonous motion, or bellowing forth the man- 
dates of the imperious ocean, it threatens to overwhelm 
and destroy, by sweeping every atom of moving or 
perii^able matter, into the unsearchable abyss of its 
unfathomable waters ; it is the same musical voice that 
salutes our ear, whilst wandering over the mountains, 
reposing in the valley, or meditating upon the wave 
beaten shore. 

As the representation of water in a landscape, is 
said in the language of painters, to give repose to tiie 
picture by harmonizing with the colours of the sky, 
so the soothing and melodious sound of water, harmo- 
nizing with the winds, softens down the wild cry of 
different animals, and the sharp shrill minstrelsy of 
the woods, blending into one delightful symphony, 
the universal voice of nature. If anything can be 
added, to render this symphony more perfect — if the 
refinements of art may so mingle with the simplicity 
of nature, as to enhance our enjoyment of both, it is 
when sweet music is heard upon the water: for music 
is the great master key which unlocks the feelings and 
passions of mankind, bringing to light more hidden 
things than ever were called forth or revealed by the 
direct language of words. When plaintive, it ad- 
dresses itself to sensibilities that have long been dor- 
mant, or never were awakened before, softening the 
flinty heart, and suffusing with the warm tribute of 
genuine tenderness, eyes that had forgotten to weep ; 
when light and joyous, it touches as with electric 
power, the springs of animal motion and elasticity, 
and in an instant the dark brow becomes enlivened, 
the old resume their youth, the weary step is quick- 
ened, and tlie shadows of life are trampled down in 
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the light and playful dance ; when wild, and free, am! 
oattomd in its asaociationsy it strikes the soul of the 
patriot, and the chains of the oppressor are burst asun- 
der; while, planting himself on his native hills, with 
a step as firm as the beetling rock, a heart as invinciUe 
as the storm, and a front as undaunted as the moun- 
tain's brow, he defies the might of the invading foe, 
and nerves himself to defend his liberties or die ; or 
when slow, and solemn, and majestic in its strains, it 
falls upon the spirit like the mantle of deep thought, 
soothing down the idle flutter of evanescent joy, the 
fruitless stirrings of ambition, the selfish and sordid 
cares that desolate the mind, and difiuses a holy calm, 
which if not religion itself, brings with it one of re- 
ligion's best and sweetest attributes — the sanctity of 
peace. 

The evil purposes to which music is capable of 
being applied, might afibrd a fertile subject for the pen 
of the moralist; its power over the human mind, is 
all that is attempted to be established here. Operated 
upon by this power, how many thousands of human 
beings have been led on to do, and to dare, what they 
would never have dreamed of attempting, but for the 
influence of this potent spell — ^potent in its immediate 
efiects upon the feelings and afiections, but. Oh ! how 
much more potent in the recollections it awakens ! 

Music is the grand vehicle of memory, the key 
which unlocks the hoarded treasures of the soul. 
Words may define, and place before our mental per- 
ceptions, as in a map, sJl that has been ; but music, 
suspending the active energies of the mind, addresses 
itself directly to the soul, in a voice that makes itself 
be heard, amongst the tumult and excitement of pre- 
sent things — the voice of the irrevocable past 

We listen, as to a curious specimen of art, to the 
national music of some distant country, about which 
we interest ourselves no farther than as it occupies a. 
place upon the globe. We listen, we criticise, we. 
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mmark upon the peculiarity of the air, and then turn, 
away ; but there may be one in the crowd of auditors 
— ^ heart-stricken exile from that very country — a 
wanderer without a home— driven about from one 
inhoi^itable shore to another, and stupified with the 
very extremity of his sufferings — he hears that well* 
known strain, and in an instant plunges into the very 
centre of his early attachments, and the warm comforts 
of his ancestral home. He sees again the stately woods 
that bounded his hereditary domain, and hears the 
rush of the torrent that guarded and defined its limits. 
He stands again upon' his father's hearth, and feels 
himself a free-born man, proud to maintain and strong 
to defend his liberties and rights. The music ceases; 
a shadow like the sable pall of death falls upon the 
ideal picture, and again he stands upon a foreign land, 
an alien, desolate, and alone. 

We have all known some blessed season of our 
lives, before the wheels of time had grown heavy 
with an accumulation of harassing cares, when the 
morning was bright upon our path, and the evening 
fell around us calm and serene as tie repose of our 
own souls ; when the friends we loved, loved us, and 
the smiles that.betrayed our happiness were answered 
by smiles that told of gladness in return ; when the 
fields and the woods, the mountains and the sky, were 
parts and pillars of that great temple where we met to 
worship all that was sublime, eternal, and holy ; when 
the moon was the centre of love and beauty, and the 
sun of life and light; when the rivers and wandering 
streams were a perpetual refreshment and delight, and 
the ocean was a flood of glory ; when the dews, and 
the flowers, and the stars of night, blended their sweet 
influences together, and the song of the birds, the 
murmuring of the waterfall, and the whispering of the 
gentle gales, rose in a perpetual anthem of gratitude 
and joy ; and when music, heard as it was heard then, 
told in its sweetest tones of all that we treasured of 
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the past, all that we enjoyed of the present, and all 
thiA we hoped of the future. We have gone f<n*th 
MDce then upon the pilgrimage of life, and the momine 
may have risen without brightness upon our path, and 
the evening may have come without repose ; we may 
have missed the warm welcome of the eyes we loved, 
and the smile that was wont to answer to our own ; we 
may have stood alone in the temple of nature without 
reverence, and without worship ; we may have looked 
up to the queen of night without beholding her beauty, 
and to the sun without blessing his light; we may 
have wandered where the rippling flow of the crystal 
stream brought no gladness, and turned away from the 
ocean as from a desert plain ; to us the dews may have 
fallen, the flowers may have bloomed, and the stars of 
night may have shone unheeded ; and the grateful and 
harmonious voice of nature may have sounded without 
expression, wearisome, and void. But let the music 
of our early days be heard again, and the flood-gates 
of memory are opened ; creation resumes the vividness 
of its colouring ; the melody of sound is restored ; and 
the soul, expanding her folded wings, soars once again 
up to her natural element of long forgotten happiness. 
We have said that the song of the caged bird, and 
that of the street minstrel, are both sad ; and yet how 
many millions pass on their daily walk, hearing, with- 
out regarding either. It is because music addresses 
itself to the most exquisite sensations of which we are 
capable, that its vulgar profanation is so peculiarly dis-.^ 
tressing ; it is because of its own purity, and refinement, 
and adaptation to delicate feelings, and high sentiments, 
that we grieve over its prostitution to low purposes ; it 
is because it is properly the language of ecstacy or woe, 
that w'fe cannot bear to hear it sold for filthy pence, 
grudgingly doled out, or still more grudgingly denied. 
We hear, at intervals, amidst all the dust and tumult 
of the city, the tinkling sound of distant music, with 
the accompaniment of a voice that might once have 
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bl^^A sweet We listen to a lively strain that should 
have eehoed through stately halls, amongst marble 
pillars, and wreaths of flowers. The voice of the 
minsti^l is strained beyond its natural pitch, but no 
elir will listen ; it is modulated, but no heart is charmed. 
The discord of city sounds, the rattle of wheels, and 
the busy tread of many feet, carry away the sound, 
and the sweetness is lost. A plaintive lay comes next, 
but it is alike unavailable in moving the multitude ; 
and the wretched minstrels wander on, a living exem- 
plification of the impotence of music performed with- 
out appropriate feeling, persisted in without fitting 
accompaniments of time and place, and poured upon 
ungrateful and inattentive ears. 

The cultivation of music as a science, clearly marks 
the progress of national civilization. In almost all 
countries on the face of the earth, however simple or 
barbarous the state of their inhabitants, humble attempts 
to produce something like music have been detected, 
which proves beyoi^ a doubt, that there is a natural 
faculty or feeling in the human mind that pines for 
this peculiar enjoyment As the eye is gratified with 
tiie blending of difierent colours, so is the ear regaled 
with the harmony of difierent sounds. The general 
aspect of the external world, and the wonderful con- 
struction of the organ of sight, show how admirably 
tbey are adapted to each other ; yet much is left to the 
ingenuity of man, that he may exercise his faculties in 
carrying on the same principle of intellectual enjoyment 
derived from nature, and diffusing it through the region 
of art As relates to the eye, this is most effectually 
accomplished by painting; as relates to the ear, by 
music. They each constitute links of the same degree 
of relative connection between the organs of sense and 
the operations of the mind. Painting is generally con- 
sidered more intellectual than music, because it remains 
extant and tangible to criticism ; while music is more 
instantaneous, and more evanescent in its ^ect upon 

Vol I. 16 
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the feelings ; but they hare both worked their wmy as 
an aceompaniment in the progress of civilization and 
general refinement; they have both occupied the lives 
of many able men, requiring the exercise of much 
patience, and much intellect, to bring them to their 
present state of perfiMstion ; and they hoih afford plea- 
sure, upon principles ^hich form an important part of 
our nature, and are inseparable from it 

It is true there are human beings so strangiely con- 
stituted, that deficient in no other faculty, they yet 
declare themselves incapable of being charmed by 
music; but rather than consign them at once to the 
well-known anathema against ^ the man that has not 
music in his soul,'' I have sometimes fancied that these 
individuals were influenced by prejudice, or early 
bias, against music in some particular character; that 
they might probably each have their favourite song 
bird, and tkuit if they could once be convinced that 
the music to which they professed themselves insen- 
sible, was only a different arrangement of the same 
notes they were accustomed to listen to with delight 
from a bird, they would no longer turn away with 
indifference from the music of the harp or the vioL 
There is one kind of music which, above all others, I 
would make the test of their capability — ^the music of 
the voices of children. If they remained unmoved 
by that, the case would be fully proved against them, 
and there would appear no reason why sentence 
should not be immediately pronounced, by declaring 
them 

*«.Fk te Ueason's stratagems and spoils." 

There is no sound that salutes us in our daily and 
familiar walk, more affecting than the voice of infan- 
cy in its happiest moods. It reminds us, with its &iry 
tones of silvery music, at once of what we are, and 
what we might have been ; of all that we have lost in 
losing our innocence, of the flowers that still linger 
upon the path of life, of the sweetness that may yet 
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be extracted from affection and simplicity, from ten- 
derness and truth ; and of the cherub choir that sing 
around the eternal throne. 

The poetry of village sounds, when heard by the 
evening wanderer, scarcely needs description here. 
The clap of the distant gate, the bark of the faithful 
watch-dog, the bleat of the folded sheep, the faintly 
distinguished shout of some victorious winner in the vil* 
lage game, the cry of the child under the evening disci- 
pline, and the hum of many voices, telling of the toils 
of the past, or of the coming day, are all poetical 
when they come floating upon the dewy air; though 
each in itself is discordant, and such as we shotdd 
shun a nearer acquaintance with. Yet such is their 
intimate and powerful association with the calm of 
evening's hour, the close of labour, and the refresh- 
ment of repose, that heard in the distance they are 
mellowed into music, and thus become symbolical of 
happiness and peace. 

As if to multiply our sourc^ of enjoyment, and 
allure the mind onward irom sensible to spiritual 
things> echo seems to have assumed her mysterious 
place in the great plan of creation. As shadow in the 
visible world is more productive of poetical associa- 
tion than objects which possess the qualities of sub- 
stance, light, and colour, so is echo in the region of 
sound. It speaks to us in a language so faithful, yet 
so airy and spiritual in its tones, that we willingly 
adopt the fanciful conception of the poet, as the most 
natural and satisfactory manner of accounting for the 
existence of a being so sensitive and ethereal, as to be 
perpetually speaking in the language of the* woods and 
waterfalls, yet never seen, even for a moment, in the 
depth of the cool forest, listening to the melody of the 
winds, or stooping over the side of the crystal foun- 
tain to catch the silvery fall of its liquid music. How 
eould a being of intelligence be made so faithful, but 
by love ; or so timid, but by suffering ? And from 



184 rum v<»tr7 of life. 

thase two eommon circumstances of love and sorrovr, 
the poet has drawn materials for that beautiful and 
fantastic story, of echo sighing herself away, until her 
whole existence became embodied in a sound — a sound 
of such exquisite but mysterious sweetness, wander- 
ing like a swifl intelligence from hill to hill, from 
cave to mountain crag, from waterfall to woodland, 
that he must be destitute indeed of all pretensions to 
poetic feeling, who can listen to the yoice of echo 
without connecting it in idea with the language of 
unseen spirits. 

As in the material world every visible object has its 
shadow, and every sound its echo, so in accordance 
with the great harmonious system of creation, do 
single idea is presented to the mind without its imme- 
diate affinity and connection with others ; nor are we 
capable of any sensation, either painful or pleasurable, 
that does not owe half its weight and power to sym- 
pathy. 

Such is the vital character of the principle of poetry, 
that touch but the simplest flower which blooms in 
our fields or our meadows, and the life-giving spell 
widens on every side, including in its (farmed circle 
the dews, and the winds, light, form, and loveliness, 
the changes of the seasons, and an endless variety of 
associations, each having its own circle, widening also, 
and extending for ever without bound or limitation. 
Strike but a chord of music, and the sound is echoed 
and re-echoed, bearing the mind along with it, far, 
far away, into the regions of illimitable space ; exa- 
mlne^but one atom extracted from the unfathomable 
abyss of p3st time, apply it to the torch of poetry, and 
a flame is kindled which lights up the past, the present, 
and the future, as with the golden radiance of an eter- 
nal and unextinguishable fire. 

To speak of the poetry of one particular thing, is 
consequently like expatiating upon the sweetness of a 
«iagle note of music. It is th^ combination and vs^ 
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riety of these notes that charm the ear ; just as it is 
the spirit of poetry pervading the natural world, ex- 
tracting sweetness, and diffusing beauty, with the 
rapidity of thought, the power of intelligence, and 
the energy of tru^, which constitutes the poetry of 
life. 
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THE POETRY OF LANGUAGE. 

Lahgvaoe, as the medium of communication^ has 
the same relation to the ear and the mind, as painting 
has to the mind and the eye. The poetry of lan- 
guage, like that of painting, consists in producing 
upon the organs of sense such impressions as are most 
intimately connected with refined and intellectual 
ideas ; and it is to language that we appeal for the most 
forcible and obvious proofs that all our poetic feelings 
owe their existence to association. 

The great principle therefore to be kept in view by 
the juvenile poet is the scale (or the tone'y as the po- 
pular phrase now is) of his associations ; and this is 
of importance not only as regards his subjects, but his 
words : for let the theme of his muse be the highest 
which the human mind is capable of conceiving, and 
the general style of his versification tender, graceful, 
or sublime, the occasional occurrence of an ill-chosen 
word may so arrest the interest of the reader, by the 
sudden intervention of a difierent and inferior set of 
associations as entirely to destroy the charm of the 
whole. 

Without noticing words individually, we are scarce- 
ly aware how much of their sense is derived from the 
relative ideas which custom has attached to them. 
Take for example the word chariot, and supply its 
place in any poetical passage with a one-horse chaise, 
or even a coach and six ; and the hero who had been 
followed by the acclamations of a wondering people, 
immediately descends to the level of a common man, 
even while he travels more commodiously. 

Dean Swift has a treatise on the <' art of sinking in 
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poetry," to which curious additions might be made by 
striking out any appropriate expression from a fine 
passage, and, without materially altering the sense, 
supplying its place with some vulgar, familiar, or other- 
wise ill-chosen word. For example, — 

'< Come forth, sweet cqpirit, from thj cloudy cave." 

Come out, Sec, 

*' But hark ! through the fast flashing lightning of war, 
^ What steed of the desert flies frantic afar." 

MThat steed of the desert novf gallopB afar. 
*< We shall bold in the air a communion divine." 
We shall hold in the air c^nvertation divine. 

** Around my ivy'd porch shall spring 
** Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew." 
Each fragrant flower that iiup9 the dew. 

« To Bristors fount I bore with trembling care 
" Her faded form : ahe bow'd to taste the wave, 
"And died." 

She $toop*d to tip the wave. 

** We thought as we hollowed his narrow bed, 

« And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 
« That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er his head, 

" And we far away on the billow." 
We thought as we hollowed his little bed, 

And dvff oitt his lonely pillow, 
" That the foe and the stnm^er would walk o*er hw head, 

&c. 

** Be strong as the ocean diat stems 

** A thousand wild waves on the shore." 

JV»>te hundred wild waves on the shore. 
<< This life is all chequered with pleasnies and woes." 

This life is all dappled, dtc. 

There can scarcely be a more beautiful and appro- 
priate arrangement of words, than in the following 
stanza from Childe Harold. 

« The sails were fill'd, and fair the iig^t winds blew, 
** As glad to waft him from his native home ; 



188 TBS POXTBT or Uf£. 

•« And fail tlie while rocki fiided from bU tibw, 
■* And toon were lost in ciicnmambient fo«m : 
«* And then, it may be of hie widi to roem 
** Repented he, bat in hie boeom elept 
** The eilent tlioaght, nor fifom hie lipe did c<mie 
- One woid of wail, whilst others sate and wept, 
** And to the reckless gales unmanly moaniAg kq>t*' 

Without committing a crime so heinous as that of 
entirely spoiling this verse, it is easy to alter it so as 
to bring it down to the level of ordinary composition ; 
and thus we may illustrate the essential difference 
between poetry and miere versification. 

The sails were trimmed and fair the light winds blew. 
As glad to force him from his natiTe home. 
And &st the white rocks vani»h^d from his view. 
And soon were lost andd the circUng^ foam: 
And then, perchance, of hie fond vieh to roam 
Repented he, bnt in hii bosom slept 
The 'mieh, nor from his eilent lips did come 
One meumfid word, whilst others sat and wept, 
And to the heedleee breeze their fruitleet moaning k^pt 

It is impossible not to be struck with the harmony 
of the original words as they are placed in this stanza. 
The very sound is graceful, as well as musical ; like 
the motion of the winds and waves, blended with the 
majestic movement of a gallant ship. ^<The sails 
were filled'^ conveys no association with the work of 
man ; but substitute the word trimmed^ and you see 
the busy sailors at once. The word " waft*' follows 
in perfect unison with the whole of the preceding 
line, and maintains the invisible agency of the ^^ light 
winds ;'' while the word *^ glad'' before it, gives an idea 
of their power as an unseen intelligence. " Fading" 
is also a happy expression, to denote llie gradual ob- 
scurity and disappearing of the <* white rocks ;'* but 
the ^^ circumambient foam" is perhaps the most poeti- 
cal expression of the whole, and such as could scarcely 
have proceeded from a low or ordinary mind. It is 
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unnecessary however to prolong this minute examina- 
tion of particular words. It may be more amusing to 
the reader to see how a poet, and that of no mean 
order, can undesignedly murder his own offspring. 

To LiBXSTT) BT SaXLLKT. 

<< From a single cloud the Ughtoing flaahesy 
'< Whilst a thousand isles are illumin'd around, 
'< Eaithquake is trampling one city to ashes, 

♦ •••♦♦ 

'< But keener thy gaze than the lightning's glare, 
*^ And swifter thy step than the earthquake's tramp ; 
^ Thou deafenest the rage of the ocean ; thy staks 
** Makes blind the volcanoes ; ** 

The images called up before the mind, by this per- 
sonification of earthquake in the act of " trampling,^* 
and liberty "staring," are sufficiently absurd to de- 
stroy the sublimity of the poem. 



To. 



'^ Music, when soft voices die, 

'' Vibrates in the memory — 

" Odours, when sweet violets sicken, 

" Live within the sense they quicken." 

A DiBGB. 



** Ere the sun through heaven once more has rolled, 

<* The rdt8 in her heart 

" Will have made their nest. 

«* And the vforma be alive in her golden hair." 

Soira ron Tasso. 



" And if I think, my thoughts eome fast, 

**I mix the present with the past, 

** And each seems uglier than the last." 

OSB TO NaPXSS. 

« Naples! thou heart of men, which ever pantest 
" Naked, beneath the UdUtt eye of heaven !" 
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The same iault, as it applies to imagery ra&er than 
to single words, is still more firequently found in poetry, 
because the ear assists the judgment in its choice of 
words, but imagery is left entirely to the imagination. 
The same poet, rich as he is in passages of beauty, 
must still supply us with examples. 

A Fkabxkht. 
** Thou art the wine whose drunkenne§» is all 
« We can desire, O LoTe !'* 

A ViBiov ov THK Ska. 
«< Tie the teiror of tempest. The raj^« of the sail 
" Are fli^^ering in rihbons witlun the fierce gale: 
** From the stark night of Tapours the Urn rain is driven, 
« And when lightning is loosed, like a delage from heaven, 
*• She Beet the black trunks of the water-spout tpin, 
'* And hend as if heaven was raining in " 

Th« FufllTlTES. 

** In the court of the fortress 
** Beside the pale portress, 
** Like a blood-hoond well beaten, 
<* The bridegroom stands, eaten 
« By shame:" 

Tn Suvsn. 
** For bat to see her were to read the tale 
*' Woven by some subUest bard, to make hard hearts 
'< Dissolve away in wisdom- working grief; — 
" Her eyelaoheo were worn away with tears" 

Tax Boat ov ths Sxkchio. 
'< Ow boat is asleep on the 8erchio*8 stream, 
<* Ifci sails are folded like thoughts in a dream, 
** The elm sways idly, hither and thither; 
** Dominic, the boatman, has brought the mast, 
** And the oar and the sails; but 'tis sleeping fast, 
»* Like a beast unconscious of its tether J* 

A vulgar proverb tells us that "seeing is believing;" 
and it is quite necessary to see, in order to believe, 
that the same poet who wrote that exquiute line, 
<« Ifci sails are folded like thoughts in a dream." 
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i^MKiId go on to tell us in the language of poetry, 

Dominic, the boatman, lias brought the maet," 
and that the boat itself 

" Is sleeping fast, 
** Like a beast unconscious of its tether." 

The same poet has addressed himself to night, in 
language seldom surpassed for sublimity and srace ; 
but even here he calls up one image which spoils the 
whole. 

** Wrap thy form in a ntantle grey, 

" Star inwroughtl 
** Bind with thine hai^ the eyes of day, 
" Xisa her until she be -wearied out. 
*' Then wander o'er city, and sea, and land, 
** Touching all with thine opiate wand— 

" Come, long sought!" 

LlKXS Oir HBARIHG THX NeWS OF THE DxATH OT NaPOISOV. 

• • • • • 

** And livest thou still, mother earth 1 
" Thou ivert •marmng thy fingers old 
" O'er the embers covered and cold 
<* Of that mostfieiy spirit, when it 1 



It is an ungracious task to busy one's fingers in 
turning over the pages of our best writers, for the 
purpose of finding out their faults, or rather detect- 
ing instances of their forgetfulness ; yet if any thing 
of this kind can assist the young poet in his pursuit of 
excellence, it ought not to be withheld ; especially as 
it can in no way afiect the decided merits of those who 
have so few flaws in their title to our admiration. 

« What behold I now 1 (says Young,) 
" A wilderness of wonders burning round ; 
*^ Where larger suns inhabit higher spheres ; 
** Perhaps the viUaa of descending Gods. 
" Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun ; 
*« 'Tis but the threshold of the Deity." 
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The idea of^^deflcendifig gods'' requiring <* villw," 
or half-way houses to halt at, is wholly unworthy of 
the dignity of the author of *" Night Thoughts." 

It is remarkable that Milton, whose choice of sub- 
jects would have rendered an inferior poet peculiarly 
liable to such errors, has a few, and but a very few, 
instances of the same kind. 

« And now went forth the moon, 
^ Such as in highest heaven, arrayed with gold 
'* Empyreal; from before her vanished night, 
•* Sh9t tkrwigh with orient beams." 

Through the whole of tfie works of this master 
mind, the passage which describes the combat between 
Satan and the Archangel, is perhaps the most in danger 
of falling, into burlesque ; and even this has great 
sublimity and power : but the subject itself — a fleshly 
combat in the air, is one which necessarily requires 
such descriptions and allusions as we find it difficult 
to reconcile with our notions of ethereal or sublime. 
For instance, when 

<< From each hand with speed retired, 
^ Where erst was thickest fight, the angefic throng, 
"And left \ax%e field, unsafe within the xtnnd 
** Of such commotion" 

And again, when the sword of Michael " shares all 
the right side of his antagonist,'* and *' 

** A stream of nectareous humour issuing flowed 
'' Sanguine, such as celestial spirits may bleed.'* 

This, and the minute description of the process by 
which the wound is healed, have little connexion with 
our ideas of the essential attributes of gods. Nor is 
there much dignity in the allusion made by Adam to 
his own situation after the fall, compared with that of 
Eve. 

— « — « On me the curse tislope 

** Glanced on the ground ; with labour I must earn 
"My bread." 
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But above all, in describing the building of the 
tower of Babel, our immortal poet seems wholly to 
have forgotten the necessary difference between the 
inhabitants of Earth, and those of Heaven. 

** Forthwith a hideous g^ahble rises load 

** Among the builders ; each to other calls 

^ Not tmderstood ; till hoarse, and all in rage, 

^ As mocked they storm ; great laughter va* in heaven 

** ^nd looking dojcn, to aee the hubbub ttrange, 

•* And hear the drn." — 

It is into such incongruities as these, that young 
poets and enthusiasts, whether young or old, are most 
apt to fall : young poets, because they are not so well 
acquainted with the world, and with the tastes and 
feelings of mankind in general, as to know what 
particular associations are most uniformly attached to 
certain words ; and enthusiasts, because their own 
thoughts are too vivid, and the tide of their own feel- 
. ings too violent and impetuous, to admit of interrup- 
tion from a single word, or even a whole sentence j 
and forgetting the fact that their books will be read 
with cool discrimination rather than with enthusiasm 
like their own, they dash forth in loose and anomalous 
expressions, which destroy the harmony, and weaken 
the force of their language. 

The introduction of unpoetical images may however 
be pardoned on the scqre of inadvertency, but it is 
possible for such images to be introduced in a manner 
which almost insults the feelings of the reader, by 
the doggrel or burlesque style which obtains favour 
with a certain class of readers, chiefly such as are in- 
.capable of appreciating what is beautiful or sublime. 
One specimen of this kind will be sufficient It occur9 
in a volume of American poetry. 

« There's music in the dash of waTes 
« When the swift bark cleaTes the foam; 

'< There's music heard upon her deck» 
<< The mariner's song of home. 
Vol- I. 17 
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M When mooB and iiar-beanM Miilam awMi 

'^ At midnight on the sea — 
** ,^nd there u music once a toeek 

•« III Studdet'o bale^my." 

• • • • • 

" The moonlighl mwac of the w««e» 

** In etorsui b heard no niore» 
** When the hTing lightning modbt this wreck 

** At midnight on the shore ; 
" And the mariner's song of lume has ceased ; 

** His coarse is on the sea — 
** ^nd there is mueic when it raine 

•* Jtk Scudder'e baicontf.^ 

What could induee the poet to spoil his otherwise 
nretty verses in this manner, it is difficult to imagine ; 
but as this is by no means a solitary instance of the 
kind, we are led to suppose that the minds in which 
such incongruities originate, must be influenced by 
the popular notion of imitating Lord Byron, in the 
wild vagaries which even his genius could scarcely 
render endurable. What his genius might have failed 
to reconcile to the taste of the public, was however 
sufficiently effected, by the proofs we find throughout 
his writings, of the agony of a distorted mind, of that 
worst and deepest of sJl maladies, which hides its 
internal convulsions under the mask of humour, and 
throws around, in -lurid flashes of wit and droUery, 
the burning ebullitions of a frenzied brain. Th^re is 
a depth of experience, and bitterness qf feeling, in the 
playful starts of familiar commonplace with which he 
forcibly arrests the tide of his own tenderness, or 
^^ turns to burlesque" his own elevated sentiments, 
which sets all imitation at defiance ; and might, if 
properly felt and fully understood, serve as a warning 
to those who aspire to be poets in the style of Byron, 
that to imitate his eccentricities without the power of 
his genius, and the pathos of his soul, is as obviously 
at variance with good taste, natural feeling, and com- 
mon sense, as to attempt to interest by aping the frolit 
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of the matdman, without the deepHseated and burning 
passions that hare overthrown his reason. 

Another preTaiUttg fault in poetry, as intimately 
connected with association as the foregoing, is the 
introduction of words or passages, in which the ideas 
connected with them are too numerous, or too remote 
from common feeling and common observation, for 
the attention to travel with the same rapidity as the 
eye. Under such circumstances the mind must either 
pause and examine for itself, or pass over the expres- 
sion as air absolute blank; in either of which cases, 
the chain of interest and intelligence is broken, and 
the reader is either wearied, or uninformed as to the 
meaning of the writer. 

The same poet who has afforded us so many 
instances of his own faults, will serve our purpose 
again. 



~« the wlurl and the spkush 



<< As of some hideous engine, whose brazen teeth smash 
«Th6 thin winds and soft waves into thunder; the screams 
<< And hisnngs crawl fast o'er the smooth ocean streams, 
« Each so«nd )Ske a centipede." 

Descriptions such as this, are beyond the power of 
the most vivid imagination to convert into an ideiil 
scene: all is confusion, because the mind no sooner 
forms one picture, than other objects, differently co* 
loured, are forced upon it, and consequently tiie whole 
IS indefinite and obscure. 

Again, in the Song of a Spirit — 

'< And as a veil in which I walk throi^h heaven, 

« I have wrought mountains, seas, and waves, and cloudfi, 

** And lastly, Ught, -whose interfusion datona 

*' In the dark space of interstellar air," 

Milton is by no means free from this fault. Wit- 
ness his frequent crowding together of appellations, 
which even tjie njiost learned readers ipust pause be- 
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tore they can properly appty^ as well as passages like 
the following, with which his works aboundL 

* * There let him ^idor ewmy, 
** As battle hath adjudged, firom this new warld 
*' Retiring, by his own doom alienated ; - 
** And henceforth monarchy with thee divide 
^ Of all things parted by the empyreal boundt, 
** Me quadrature, from thy orbicular vorldf 
*< Or tzy thee, now more dangerous to his thfone.*' 

But of all our poets, Young is perhaps the most 
liberal in bestowing upon his readers examples of this 
kind. His ideas are absolutely ponderous. ' His asso- 
ciations crowd upon us in such stupendous masses, 
that we are often burdened and fatigued, instead of be- 
ing refreshed and delighted with his otherwise sublime, 
and always imaginative style. 

.The poetry of language consists, therefore, not only 
of words which are musical, harmonious, and agreea- 
ble in themselves, but of appropriate words, so 
arranged as that their relative ideas shall flow into the 
mind, without more exertion of its own, than results 
from a gentle and natural stimulus. That quality in 
poetry which is most essentially conducive to this ef- 
fect, is simplicity ; and perhaps, from the humble ideas 
we attach to the word, simplicity is too much despised 
by those who are unacquainted with its real power and 
value. Yet is there nothing more obvious, upon re- 
flection, than the simplicity of the language of some of 
our best poets. We feel that it is only from not hav- 
ing been the first to think of it, that we have not used 
precisely the same language ourselves. It contains 
nothing apparently beyond our own reach and com- 
pass. The words which terminate the lines seem to 
have fallen naturally and without design into, their 
proper places ; and the metre flows in like the conse- 
quence of an impulse, rather than an efibrt Simplici- 
ty in poetry, when the sutgect is well chosen and skil- 
fully managed, like order in architecture, where the 
materials and workmanship are good, establishes a 



THI^ 9&bnY OP X'ANOTTAOE. 197 

complete ^hole^ whieh never fails to please^ not only 
the scientific obeeirer, but even those who are least 
acquainted with the principles from which their grati- 
^cation arises. 

Our business thus far has been to point out what is 
not poetical in language ; and so far as it serves to es- 
tablish the fact, that the poetry of language, as well as 
that of feeling, arises from association, the task can 
scarcely be altogether uninteresting : but that which 
now lies before us is one of a much more grateful cha- 
racter. 

We are told by Blair, that it is an essential part of 
the harmony (and consequently of the poetry) of lan- 
guage, that a particular resemblance should be main- 
tained between the object described, and the sounds 
employed in describing it ; and of this we give' prac- 
tical illustrations in our common conversation, when 
we speak of the whistling of winds, the buz and hum 
of insects, the hiss of serpents, the crash of falling tim- 
ber, and many other instances, where the word has 
been plainly framed upon the sound it represents. 

Pope also tells us, in his Poetical Essay on Criti- 
cism, 

** 'Tis not enough no hanhneis gives offence ; 

*' The sound must seem an echo to the sense. 

'* Soft is the strain when Zephyr genUy blows, 

** And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows ; 

'< But when loud surges lash the sounding shore, 

** The hoarse rough verse should like the torrent roar.'' 

And faithful to his own maxims, he thus describes the 

felling of trees in a forest : 

** Loud sounds the air, redoubling stroke on strokes, 
** On all sides round tiie forest hurls her oaks 
** Headlong. Deep echoing groan the thickets brown, 
« Then rustling, cradding, crashing, thunder down." 

The words alone, gone, no more, are peculiarly 
adapted by their sound to ihe lengthened and melan- 
choly cadence with which they are generally uttered ; 
and quick, lively, frolic, fun, are equally expresnve 
17* 
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of what they describe. Of the same chaFacter ar& the 
following examples: — whirring of the partridge — 
booming of the bittern, &c 

« Scarce 
** The bittern knowi hie time, with bill iogulft 
** To shake the Munding marsh." 

Thx Homsx DmiiTKiire m Svkmkk^ 

** He takes the river at redoubled draughts, 

** And with wide nostrils, snorting, skims the waTe."^ 

• Stobm ibt Suhmss. 



« The tempest growls 

** Rolls its awful burden on the wind. 

• ••••♦ 

** Follows the loosen'd aggravated roar, 

** Enlarging, deepening, mingling; peal on peal 

** Crashed horrible, convulsing heaven and earth. 

** Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail, 

** Or prone descending rain." 

Ojr WlITTElI. 

<< At last the rous'd-up river pours along, 

^ Resistless, roaring, dreadful, down it comes," Stc^ 

** Tumbling thro' rocks abrupt," &€. 

<< I hear the far-off curfew sound 

*< Over some wide watered shore, 

-<v3winging slow with sullen roar." 

" The reeling clouds 
*«* Stagger with dizzy poise." — Thomsoit. 
•** H&ve you not made an universal shout, 
" That Tyber trembled underneath his banks, ■ 
^< To hear the veplication of your sounds, 
•''.Made in his concave shores V — SHAKKsrsAKS. 

Sut above all oujr poets^ he who sung in darkness 
mmt deeply felt and studied the harmony of his ver- 
sification. Shut out feom the visible world, his very^ 
^ul seemed wrapped in music, and confined to that 
one medium of intelligenee, through it he received as 
well as imparted, the most e^^quisite delight. Wit- 
ness his own expression,*— 
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"W 



« Feed on thoughts, that vohmtery mafv» 
« Hannonioiui numbera.*' 
« The nraltitiide of angels, with a shoot 
^ Loud as from nomben without nnmber.** 

"The harp 
« Had work and rested not, the soknin pipe, 
. << And dulcimer, all organs of sweet stop, 
<* All sounds on fret by string or golden wire, 
« Tempered soft tunings," &c 

The contrast between the two following passages, 
displays to great advantage the poet'« art 

'* On a sudden, open fly, 
<< With impetuous recoil, and jarring sound, 
** Th' infernal doors ; and on ^eir hinges grate 
'< Harsh thunder." 

<< Heaven opened wide 
** Her evep-during gates, harmonians sound, 
^ On golden hinges turning." 

And again,— 

« When the merry bells ring round, 

<< And the jocund rebecks sound, 

« To many a youth, and many a maid 

" Dancing in the chequer'd shade." 

« Fountains, and ye that warble aff ye flow 

** Melodious murmurs, warbling, tune his praise." 

" Now gentle gales, 
<* Fanning their odoriferous wings, dispense 
** Native perfumes, and whisper whence they stole 
«« Those balmy spoils." 

'< Tripping ebb, that stole 
«* With soft foot toward the deep," dec 

<< Sabrina fair, 
« Listen where thou art sitting 
** Under the glassy, cool, translucent waTe." 
** At last a soft and solemn breathini^ sound 
** Rose like a steam of rich distilled perfumes, 
*< And stole upon the air, that even silence 
« Was took ere she was ware, and wished she ffligfat 
. ^ Deny her nature, and be never more 
*' Still to be so displaced." 
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«How iweetlj did they fkmt upon tlie wingi 

<« Of tilaioe, Uuroucfa th« wnpty ▼uttad nighl, 

<< At eTery lUl smootfaing the imven down 

«« Of dtfkiMM till a Mniled." 

** Midnight shout md iweby, 

** Tipgj dance and jollity." 

<< The ran to me if daik 

" And ailent ae the moon, 

« When ihe deaerto the night, 

•* Hid in her yacant interlunar caTe."«->MiLTOir. 

The measure of the following two lines is remark- 
ably descriptive of the tardy leave-taking of our first 
parentSi when they passed for the last time through 
the gates of Paradise. 

** They hand in hand, with wandering steps and slow, 
" Through Eden took their solitaiy way." 

How bright and crystalline is the following descrip<- 
tion: 

** How from the sapphire fount, the crisped brook, 
** Rolling on orient pearl, and sands of gold, 
" With mazy error, under pendent shades." 

The following specimens, from different authors, 
are all illustrative of the harmony of numbers. 

" How beautiful is night ! 
** A dewy freshness fills the silent air ; 

'< No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor stain 
** Breaks the serene of heaven : 
'<In full orb'd glory yonder moon divine 
** Rolls through the dark blue depths. 

** Beneath her steady ray 
^ « The desert circle spreads, 
** Like a round ocean girded with the sky. 
« How beautifril is night!" — Soitthet. 
« From peak to peak the rattling crags among, 
« Leaps the live thunder !" 
** And first one universal shriek there rush'd, 
'* Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash 
<< Of echoing thunder; and then all was hush'd, 
** Save the wild wind, and the remorseless dash 
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<< Of billows: bat at intenrak theve giub'd, 

<* Accompanied with a cenynlsive splash, 
<< A solitary shriek, the bubbling cry 

** Of some strong swimmer in his agony/'-*-BTmoir. 
" And dashing soft from rocks afomid, 
*' Babbling runnels join'd the sound." — Coi.Li2rs. 
'< That orbed maiden with white fire laden 

" Whom mortals call the moon, 
" Glides glimmering o*er my fleece-like floor 

" By the midnight breezes strewn.** — 8hsuet. 
" Sad, on the solitude of night, the sound, 
<< As in the stream he plvng'd, was heard around : 
'< Then all was still, — ^the wave was rough no more, 
« The river swept as sweetly as before, 
^ The willows wav'd, the moonbeams shone serene, 
" And peace returning brooded o'er the scene.'* 

H. K. White. 

Gray is scarcely inferior to Milton in his musical 
versification ; indeed so much less important are the 
subjects of his muse, and consequently so much more 
easily woven in with soft and musical words, that as 
regards mere versification he stands unrivalled in the 
literature of our country. 

" Now the rich stream of Inusic winds along, 

*' Deep, majestic f smMth, and ttipongy 

« Woods that wave o*er Delphi's Steep, 

" Isles, that crown th^ Egean deep, 

<' Fields that eool Ilissus laves." 

« Bright-eyed /aney, hoy'ring o'er, 

« jStcatters from her pictured ,um 

« Thoughts that breathe, and roords that bum.** 

<* Fair laughs the mom, and soft the^ zephyr blows, 

« While proudly riding o'er the azure reaJm 

« In gallant trim the gUded vessel goes ; 

" Youth on the proto, and pleasure at the helm / 

<< Regardless of the sweeping whirlwind's sway, 

*< That, hush'd in grim repose, expects his evening prey." 

" Bright rapture calls, and soaring, as she sings, 

« Waves in the eye of heaven her many-colour'd wings." 

« Now the storm begins to lour, 

« (Haste, the loom of hell prepare,) 

** Iron sleet oj" arrowy shower 

** MnrtM in thfi dari^ened air,** 



" Now Mf WMiy lipt I ciMPe: 
** Laaw n% kavt am to rtpoM." 

Nothing €an be more expressiTe of weariness than 
the simple words whi<^ oompose these two lines. We 
could scarcely find in our hearts to detain the enchan- 
tress who utters them more than once, even were 
she capable of realizing to our grasp the im^inary 
dominion of a workL 

The elegy written in a country church-yard is al- 
together the most perfect specimen of poetical har- 
mony which our language affords ; but like some other 
good things it has been profaned by vulgar abuse, and 
many who have been compelled to learn these verses 
for a task at school, retain in after life a clear recollec- 
tion of their sound, without any idea of their sense, 
or any perception of their beauty. Still this elegy 
contains many stanzas, and one in particular, to which 
the ear must be insensible indeed if it can listen with- 
out delight 

*< The breezy call of inceruC'hvedthing- mom, 
** The swallow twitPring from the Btraw-built shed, 
« The Goofs ihritt daiwn, or tlw ecfaokig bom, 
^ No more shall nmae tJian fiwm their lowlj bed.** 

Amongst our modem poets, th^^ is not one who 
possesses a more exquisite sense of the appropriateness 
of sound and imag^y, than Moore. His eharmed 
numbers flow on like the free current of a melodious 
stream, whose associations are with the sunbeams and 
the shadows, the leafy boughs, the song of the forest 
birds, the dew upon the flowery bank, and ail things 
sweet, and genial, and delightful, whose influence is 
around us in our happiest moments, and whose essence 
is the wealth that lies hoarded in the treasury of na- 
ture. In reading the poetry of Moore, our attention 
is never arrested by one particular word. His sylla- 
bles are like notes of music, each composing parts of 
an harmonious whole ; and the interest they excite, 
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diTided between the ear and the mind, is' a eoadniied 
tide of gratification, gently but copioufdj: poured in 
upon the soul. There is scarcely a line of his that 
would not gratify us by its sound, eren were we ig- 
norant of its sense ; but the perfect correspondence 
between both is what constitutes the soul-felt music of 
his lyre. 

It would be as useless to select passages from what 
is altogether harmonious, as to point out particular 
parts in a chain of beauty, whose every link is perfect ; 
but from an almost afiectionate remembrance of the 
delight with which they first struck upon my youthful 
ear, I am tempted ta q^uote a few estamples powerfully 
illustrative of the poetry of language. 

« Oh ! had we some briglit little kle of our own, 
**Ina blue mmmer ^eeanfar of and ahne.** 

**^ot the nlvery lapte of the summer eve de-wP 

** I saw from the beach,, when the moming was ahining, 
« A hark o'er the waters move gloriously on ; 

** I came when the sun o'er that beach was declining, 
<<The bark was still there, but the waters were- gone." 

<* There's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's stmwD, 
** And the nightingale sings round it all the daj lung; 

^ In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet dream, 
** To sit in the roses and hea^the bud's song. 

What a picture of innocent enjoyment is here ! A 
picture whose vividness and beauty are recalled in 
after life as light and colouring only — whose reality 
is gone with the innocence which gave it birth. 

In the poet's farewell to his harp, the last two lines 
are exquisitely poetical : 

** If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover, 
** Have throbb'd at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone; 

^Ivas hut as the -wind passing heedtessly ouer, 
*< Jtnd all the vnld aveetnets / vak*d -was thy own /" 

A few more passages, quoted at random and with*- 
out comment, will sufficiently illustrate what is meant 
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by embodying in appropriate words, ideas which are 
purely poeticaL 

•« So fieioelj betntifnl, in ionn and eye, 

** Ukt war" 9 wild planet in a tummer »A:^." 



■ ■■ ■ <« who with heart and eyea 
M Could walk where liberty had been, nor see 
" The ikimng fiot'printB of her Deity:* 

** But ill-aocording with the pomp and grace, 
** Jnd nlent lull of that voluptuout place /" 

"and gave 

*< Hifl soul up to sweet thoughts, like wave on wave 
** Succeeding in smooth seas, when storms are laid." 



• '* still nearer on the breete, 



** Came thote deUeiowt dreamlike harmemet. — ^" 

« Awhile they dance before hijn, then diyide, 
** Breaking like rosy clouds at eventide 
" Around the rich pavili(Hi of the sun — *' 

** 'Tis moonlight over Oman's sea ; 

« Her banks of pearl and palmy isles 
<< Bask in the night-beam beauteously, 
** And her blue waters sleep in smiles/' 

** To watch the moonlight on the wings 
« Of the white pelicans, that break 
«« The azure calm of Mmrii* lake, " 

" when*the west 

*« Opene her golden bowert of re»t,^ 

<< Our rocks are rough, but smiling there^ 
•* Th* acacia waves her yellow hair, 
^ Lonely and sweet, nor lov'd the less^ 
^ For flowing in a wilderness. 

*< Our sands are rude, but down their slope, 

<' The silvery-footed antelope 

** As gracefully and gaily springs, 

•* Aa o'er the marble courts of kings." 

Nor is the prose of this delicious bard less musical 
than his verse. The very cadence of his sentences 
would charm us, independent of their meaning, were 
it possible- to listen without understanding; but his 
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ehoice af words is such, that thdr mere sound con- 
veys no small portion of their sense. 

<' Seldom, indeed, had Athens witnessed such a scene. The ground 
that formed the original site of the garden had, from time to time, 
received continual additions ; and the whole extent was laid out with 
that perfect taste, which knows how to wed JVature with j3rt, with- 
out iacrificinff her simplicity to the alliance. Walks, leading through 
wildernesses of shade and fragrance — ^glades opening, as if to afford a 
play-ground for the sunshine — temples, rising on the very spots where 
unagination herself would have called tiiem up; and fountains and 
lakes, in alternate motion and repose, either wantonly courting the 
▼erdure, or calmly sleeping in its embrace — such was the variety of 
feature that diversified these fair gardens ; and, animated as they were 
on this occasion, by the living wit and loveliness of Athens, it afforded 
a scene such as my own youthful fancy, rich as it was then in images 
of luxury and beauty, could hardly have anticipated. 

** For, shut out, as I was by my creed, from a future life, and having 
no hope beyond the narrow horizon of this, every minute of delight 
assumed a mournful predousness in my eyes, and pleasure, like the 
Jlower of the cemetry^grervo hut more luxuriant from the neighbour- 
hood of death:' 

«* Every where new pleasures, new interests awaited me; and 
though melancholy, as usual, stood always near, her shadow fell 
but hedf way over my vagrant path, and left the rest more welcomely 
brilliant from the contrast" 

** Through a range of sepulchral grots underneath, the humbler 
denizens of the tomb are deposited, — looking out on each successive 
generation that visits them, with the same face and features they 
wore centuries ago. Every plant and tree that is consecrated to 
death, from t/ie asphodel flower to the mystic plantain, lends its 
sweetness or sliadow to tJds place of tombs ; and the only noise 
that disturbs its eternal calm, is the low humming sound of the 
priests at prayer, when a new inhabitant is added to the silent 
city:' 

*' The activity of the morning hour, was visible every where. 
Flights of doves and lapwings were fluttering among the leaves, 
and the white heron, which had been roosting all night in some date 
tree, now stood sunning its wings on the green bank, or floated, like 
living silver, over the flood. The flowers, too, both of land and water, 
look^ freshly awakened ; — and, most of all, the superb lotus, which 
had risen with the sun from the wave, and was jiow holding up 
her chaUce for a full draught ^f his Ught:' 

Vol. I. 18 
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•» To Attiaiiiito npeat, inker owb teuclung words, tkcfljambiiwy 
which she now related to me, would be like endeavouring to noi9 
down oome strain of unpremeditated music, with those fugiliwr 
graces, those felicities of the moment, which no art can lestore, •• 
Hmj first met the ear." 

** The only living thing I saw was a restless i^^allow, whose wings 
w<tra of the hue of the grey sands over which he flotteied^ ** W%^ 
(thought I) may not the mind, like this bird, take the coloar of tkit 
MStt, and 9ympatfu9e in iu au$terity, iujreed^m, and iu cabn .'" 

It would scarcely be possible to exchange any one 
word in the writings of Moore for another more fitting 
•r appropriate, nor can the young poet be too often 
reminded that it is appropriateness rather than uni- 
form elevation of diction which he has to keep i» 
view. There are certain kinds of metre to which 
peculiar expressions are adapted~-expressioa8 whieh 
even if the subject were the same, would be extremely 
out of place elsewhere ; and here again Moore is pre- 
eminent for the skill with which he maintains (if we 
may so call it) the proportions of his verse, by keep- 
ing the familiar and playful language with which he 
i^rts like a child with his rainbow-tinted bubbles, 
always in their proper degree of subordination ; so 
that they never break in upon the pathos of a senti- 
ment, or check the flow of elevated thought. 

Lines on the burial of Sir John Moore afibrd a beau- 
tiful instance of what may be called tact in the choice 
and application of words. It is not the splendour of 
an excited imaginaition flashing upon us as we read 
these lines, which constitutes their fascination; but 
the entire appropriateness of the words, and tlie metre, 
to the scene described. Simple as these verses are 
throu^out — simple almost as the language of a child, 
and therefore to be felt and understock by the meanest 
capacity, they yet convey ideas of silence, solemnity, 
and power, such as especially belong to the hour ^f 
night, the awful nature of deaths and the indigoaat 
spirit of the unconquered iramor. 
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Beyond the mere approprnteDess of worcb, poetie»l 
language ajSbrds a deeper interest, in those rapid eom* 
lunations of thought and feeling which a few words 
may convey, by introducing in descriptions of present 
things allusions to those which are remote, and which 
from being easily and naturally presented to the mind 
of tiie reader, glide in like the shadow of a paflsing 
cloud upon the landscape, without obscuring our view, 
or iolerrapting our contemplation of the scene* 

Crabbe, who is by no means remarkable for the 
iMffmony of his numbers, abounds in passages of thw 
kind ; and it is to them that we are mainly indebted 
fcr the interest, as well as the power of his poetry. 
The fifst instance which occurs to me, is in the intr<^- 
duction to the sad story of the smugglers, and poaeheia 
-—a story almost unrivalled for the natural and touch^ 
nig pathos with«^hich it is described. 

^One ds^ is like iJie past, the jeas^tt aweei prime 
, ^<Like the sad fmll, — for Rachel heeds not time; 
^Nothing remains to agitate her breast, 
^* Spent is the tempest, and the sky at rest; 
^ But while it raged her peace its ruin met, 
** And now the sun is on her prospects set ; 
« Leave her, and let us her dutreser explore, 
« Sfie heeds it not — ehe ha» heen hfl before^ 

Here is the story of the sufferer, told at once by a 
audden transition from the description of her settled 
grief, to that which had been the bane of her past life 
— its melancholy cause. Yet the chain of association 
so far from being broken acquires tenfold interest frpm 
the transition of thought, and we hasten on to learn 
the particular history of this lonely being, who has 
experienced the most melancholy fate of woman — ^that 
of being "left." 

Again, towards the conclusion of the same story, 
when Rachel finds the dead body of her lover, and, s^ 
if incapable of comprehending any further grief, takes 
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no note of the intelligence that her husband is dead 
also. 



«' But iee, the woman creeps 
** Like a lost thing, that wanders as she sleeps. 
** See hero her husband's body— but she knows 
** That other dead ! and that her action shews. 
** Rachel ! why look you at your mortal foe 1 
« She doet not hear xu^^-^ther -mil the go ?** 

Here we have three distinct ideas, not necessarily 
connected with each other, presented to us in quidk 
succession, without any interruption to the interest 
excited by each individually. First, we see the dead 
body of the husband, and then <^ that other dead,'' with 
the total abstraction of the mourner, who in her silent 
grief sees only one, and this proves the strength of her 
affection, which life might have subdued, but which 
death reveals in all its overwhelming^power : then fol- 
lows the simple query, "whither will she go?*' pre- 
senting us at once with a view of her future life, and 
its utter desolation. 

Moore has many passages of the same descrip- 
tion : — 

" Here too he traees the kind visitings 

** Of woman's love, in those fair, living thinga 

** Of land and wave, whose fate, — ^in bondage thrown 

** I'or their -meak loveUnet* — it like her -own /" 

The reader may, without any flaw in the chain of 
association, pause here to give one sigh to the fate of 
woman, and then go on with the poet while he pro- 
ceeds to describe other fair things, amongst which the 
stranger was wandering. 

There is somewhere m the writings of Wordsworth 
a highly poetical passage, equally illustrative of the 
subject in question. It is where he describes a mour- 
ner whose grief has all the bitterness of self-condemna- 
tion : — 

"It was the season sweet of budding leaTes, 

<* Of days advancing towards their utmost lengtl^ 



* And null buds nnging to their happy mates. 
** Wild is the music of the autumnal wind 
"Amongst the fiided woods ; but these blythe notes 
" Strike the deserted to the hetat;-^! apeak 
« Of-ufhtU Iknimtf and what we feel within'* 

When he leaves the subject which he has so beauti* 
fully described, to attest by his own experience, and 
by his knowledge of human nature, the truth of wh«t 
he has asserted, our thoughts are not diverted from 
the original theme, but our feelings are riveted nM>re 
closely to it by the force of this attestation, which 
meets wkh an immediate response from^every human 
bosom. 

In Gray's description of Milton, where be says :*— 

^ The living throne, the sapphire blaze, 
« Where angels tremble while they gaze, 
" He saw, but, blasted with excess of Ught, 
•^Clo9*d his eyes in endless night,'* 

The transition is immediate from what the poet saw, 
to what he suffered ; yet the associations are highly 
poetical, and so clear as in no way to interfere with 
each other. 

It is related of the Emperor Nero, when in the last 
mental agonies of his wretched life, he sought from 
others the death he shuddered to inflict upon himself, 
that finding none who heeded his appeal, he patheti- 
cally exclaimed, "What ! have I neither a friend nor 
an enemy?*' Although no man could pos&ibly be 
thinking less of poetry than the fallen monarch at that 
moment, yet such is the language which an able poet 
would have used, to express the three separate ideas of 
the helplessness of Nero's situation, his pitiful appeal 
to the kindness of his people, and his internal con- 
sciousness that if he had not a friend, he had at least 
done enough to deserve the stroke of an enemy in hia 
last hour. 

Personification is another figure of speech by which 
poetical associations are powerfully conveyed. It seems 
18* 
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to be peculiarly in accordance with the infant mind — 
infant either in experience or in civilization, to identi* 
fy every thing poaaessed of substance, motion, form, or 
power, with an intelligence of its own ; hence the 
atrong disposition shown by children to revenge them- 
selves upon whatever has given them pain, and to 
battle, however vainly, with all that obstructs the gra* 
tification of their wishes ; and hence those bursts of 
figurative language with which semi-barbarous people 
are aecustomed to express what they deeply feeL As 
if to accommodate themselves to the natural tastes and 
feelings of mankind, originating in the principles of 
our nature, all good poets have made frequent use of 
this style, and always, when it is well managed, with 
|reat effect How beautiful is the following passage 
from Barry Cornwall, where he speaks of Uie wind 
murmuring through the pine trees on mount Pelion : — 

*< And Pelion ihook his piny lodus, and talked 
« Mournfully to the fields of Thessaly." 

Shakespeare abounds in examples of this kind, in no 
one instance more touching or powerful than in the la- 
ment of Constance, after the French king tells her she 
is as fond of grief as of her child : — 

« Grief fiUs the room up of my absent child, 
" Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
" Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
<< Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
*^tufi8 out his vacant garments wiUi his form ; 
« Then have I reason to be fond of grief." 

The following example from Cowper is remarkable 
for its elegance and beauty. Alluding to the lemon 
and the orange trees — 

« The golden boast of Portugal and Western India,** 

he says, they 

** Peep through the polished foliage at the storm, 
. ** And seem to smile at what they need not fear." 

The next figure of speech noticed by Blair is meta- 
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phor, of immense importance to the poet, because, if 
for one moment he loses the chain of association, an 
image wholly out of place is introduced, the charm of 
his metaphor is destroyed, and his verse becomes con- 
temptible. From Lord Bolingbroke, whose writings 
abound in beauties of this kind, Blair has selected cme 
example of perfect metaphor. The writer is describing 
the behaviour of Charles the First to his parliament 
" In a word,'' says he, " about a month after their 
meeting, he dissolved them ; and, as soon as he had dis- 
solved them, he repented ; but he repented too late of 
his rashness. Well might he repent, ^r the vessel 
was Timofullj and this la^t drop made the waters 
of bitterness overflow.'^ 

The works of Ossian abound with beautiful and cor- 
reci metaphors ; such as that on a hero : " In peace, 
thou artthe gate of spring; in war, themountain storm/' 
Or this on woman : " She was covered with the light 
of beauty ; but her heart was the house of pride." 

Young, in speaking of old age, says, 

« It should 
« Walk thoughtful on the silent solemn shore 
" Of that vast ocean it must sail so soon." - 

In the following lines Prior gives us an example of 
allegory, which may be regarded as continued meta- 
phor. 

" Did I hut purpose to emhark with thee 

*' On the smooth surface of a summer's sea, 

" While gentle zephyrs blow with prosperous gales, 

'^ And fortune's favour fills the swelling sails, 

" But would forsake the ship, and make the shore, 

** When the winds whistle and the tempests roar V* 

Beyond these figures of speech, there yet remain 
hyperbole, apostrophe, comparison, and a variety of 
others, which the young poet would do well to study, 
and which are scientifically described in books ex- 
pressly devoted to the purpose ; I shall therefore pass 
on to the colloquial language of the Irish — ^the simple, 
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unsophisticated, genuine Irish^ which has always i^ 
peared to me particularly imaginative, powerful amd 
pathetic ; but unfortunately for the writer, it is only 
heard in moments of excitement, of which the feelings 
akme keep a record, and this record being one oi m* 
pressions rather than words, it is difficult to reedU 
the precise expressions which, striking the chords of 
sympathy, produce a momentary echo to the music of 
the soul. 

Mrs. C. Hall, in an Irish story, illustrative of the 
strong and metaphorical language of the Irish peas- 
antry, makes this observation proceed from the mouth 
of a poor man, who had listened to a recital df the 
misfortunes of one who was brave, just and virtuouA. 

** The gardener pierces the vine even to bleeding, and suffers the 
bramble to grow its own way." 

But it is to the author of Traits and Stories of the 
Irish Peasantry, that we are chiefly indebted fw our 
knowledge of what is peculiarly national and chamc- 
teristic in his native language. He gives us a spirited 
and amusing chapter upon Irish swearing, by no means 
confined to those malevolent wishes which it would 
be a painful task to transcribe, but which, as they issue 
from the impassioned lips of the Irishman, have some- 
thing of that sentimental nature (though far deeper in 
its character) triumphantly displayed by Acres hefore 
his friend. " May the grass grow before your door," 
conveys a striking picture of desolation and ruin. 
"May you melt off the earth like the snow off the 
ditch,'' is another figure of the same description. 

If positive good had the power to neutralize evil, we 
might comfort ourselves in reading such expressions 
as these, with what the author goes on to tell us, that 
the Irish have a superstitious dread of the curse of the 
pilgrim, mendicant, or idiot, and of the widow and 
the orphan. And so high is his idea of the duty be 
owes to these, that his heart is ever open to their i»>m- 
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plaint, and his hand ready to assist them. Thus it is 
not uncommon for them to say of a man whose affairs 
do not prosper, " He has had some poor body's curse ;" 
and a woman who unexpectedly receives a guest, 
welcome in no way except that she was a stranger and 
a wanderer without a home, is described as exclaiming, 
"The blessing o' goodness upon you, dacent woman.'* 

The frequent recurrence of the word heart in its 
unlimited capacity, gives a warmth and fervency to 
their expressions of tenderneiSs or sorrow. " The be- 
loved fair boy of my heart'' "Father! son of my 
heart ! thou art dead from me!" "Heavy and black 
was his heart" ^*The world's goodness is in your 
heart" "Light of my eyes, and of my heart;" but 
above all, " Cushla machree — the pulse of my heart," 
is most expressive of that deep-toned affection which 
the heart alone can understand. 

What can exceed the following words for refined 
yet genuine and fervent sympathy, such as those who 
have been intimately acquainted with sufiering alone 
can feel ; and hence it is that the Irish derive their 
pathos, for what strain of human misery can be touched, 
to which their own experience has not an echo ? 

"Hunger and sickness and sorrow may come upon 
you when you'll be far from your own, and from 
them that love you." Or, "He's far from his own the 
crather — ^the pretty young boy." 

" Mavoiimeen dheelish — my sweet darling," is ex- 
pressive of great tenderness. 

"My father, the heavens be his bed !" when uttered 
with fervency, has both solemnity and pathos. 

In their good wishes the Irish are most ingenious. 
" May every hair of your honour's head become a 
mould candle to light you into glory." "May you 
live a hundred years and a day longer," which last 
words seem to be added from a sudden impulse, to 
throw another weight into the scale, or to heap another 
blessing into the measure already overflowing, 
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There is also a great deal of imagiAatioii m Ike 
■uttoer in whieb they account bat what tbey do ne^ 
or will not understand ratioDaUy : always referciiig 
direetly to the principles of good or evil. Thus a 
htfd and unjust steward who wore his ears stuffed 
with wool, was said to have adopted this custom Aat 
he naight not hear the cries of the widow and the 
evphan* 

In rcpij to instructions that were to prove his eoo^ 
itamj, a peasant exclaims, '^ Manitn asthee hir^ say 
soul is within you/' A mother thus regrets her son's 
approadiing marriage, ^^ You're going to In^ak the 
ring about your fatther's hearth and mine." A brolie»- 
hearted mother exclaims, '^ My soul to g}ory, but my 
child's murthered!" 

In a note by Crofton Croker, in his Fairy Legends, 
he remarks, ^' The Irish, like the Tuscans, as observed 
by Mr. Rose in his interesting Letters from the North 
of Italy, are extremely picturesque in their langjuage; 
Thus they constantly use the word dark as synonjr- 
mous with blind; and a blind beggar will impkm 
yo« to ^ Look down with pity on a poor dark man.' " 

It may be observed here that the Irish, like the 
Seoteh, by a very beautiful and tender euphemism, 
call idiots^ innocents. A lady of rank in Ireland, 
the lady Bountiful of her neighbourhood, was one day 
asking a man about a poor orphan: "Ah! my lady," 
said he, "the poor creature is sadly afflicted with 
innocence P^ And another peculiarity in the ]^ase- 
criogy of the Irish, is, their fondness for u^ng what 
Mr. Burke would term " sublime adjectivesy^ instead 
of the common English adverbs — very, extremely, 
&c Thus an Irishman will say, "Its a cruel cold 
ittorning;" or, "There's a power of ivy growing on 
the old church." 

There is a peculiarity of constitution both m&aXali 
and bodily, observable in the Irish people, for whidi it 
is difficult to account One of their most amiable 
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dbtTMlerifticB is Hie absence of tatire, peiiiafMS it 
would be more correct to say of contemptmmm 
aatire; for the Irish su^ quick to see the lidicuknis, 
but thej can see without despising it Unacquainted 
wiHih that qualifying medium between what amuses 
l^em, and what excites their passions — ^that medioro 
which an Englishman fills up with erery variety 
and degree of contempt, tliey pass immediately from 
iaw^iter to indignation ; and dius amongst the least 
eiTilieed classes of the Irish, the social meeting too 
often terminates in the deadly fray. Madame de Stad 
in leaking of the Italians, makes the same observa- 
tion with regard to the absence of contemptuous 
sative from their national character ; and it is to this 
amiable trait, in connection with great natural enthusi- 
asm, that we may reasonably attribute liie poetical con- 
stitution of both people. It is impossible to imagine 
that those combined ebullitions of music and verse, for 
which Italy has been celebrated, and which have 
unquestionably given a poetical tone to the character 
of her people ; — that those bursts of impassioned feel- 
ing, iicidiog at the same time a language and a voice, 
should ever have flourished under the auspices of John 
Bull ; or that he should have sat by, and witnessed 
wilb delight those exhibitions of irrelevant tropes, and 
metaphors, and splendid perorations, and flashes of 
wit, and peals of passionate eloquence, for which Irish 
oratory has been distinguished. No ; there is nothing 
more destructive to entiliusiasm and poetry, indeed to 
Mntos in its moi^ unlimited sense, ihaxi contempt. It 
IS true, tiiie calm judgment of the censor is often neces- 
sary to restrain the exuberance of undisciplined fancy, 
but he who prides himself upon being able to put 
down with a sneer, whatever is unnecessary in feeling, 
and extraneous in taste and imagination, ought to feel 
hound to supply, with something equally conducive 
to happiness, the void which this practice must neces- 
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aarily occasioD in the highest range of intellectoal 
gratification. 

If other evidence were necessary, beyond what is 
afforded by the nature of the human mind, to prove 
that poetry may not only be mingled with, but highly 
enhance all that we enjoy and admire, we have this 
evidence in the Bible, abounding as it does in every 
variety of poetical language which it has entered into 
the mind of man to conceive. A slight examination 
of the difierent meanings attached to words of common 
and familiar signification, will sufficiently illustrate 
the high tone of imaginative interest flowing through 
the whole. 

The words I have selected are, hand, wing, foot, 
head, mind, heart, and, soul, of which hand is perhaps 
the most unlimited in its application. 

HAND. 

His hand will be against every man, and every man's hand against 

him. ^And the children of Israel went out with an high hand, 

The day of their calamity is at hand, The Lord made all that he 

did to prosper in his hand< ^The hand of the Lord is sore upon 

us. For he put his life in his fuind, and slew the Philistine. 

As soon as the kingdom was confirmed in his hand. 1 will set 

his hand also in the sea, and his right hand in the rivers. ^In the 

shadow of his hand hath he hid me. Would we had died by the 

hand of the Lord. The hand of the Lord is gone out against 

me. The hand of the Lord was strong upon me. If thou wilt 

take the left hand, then I will go to the right; or if thou depart to 

the right hand, then I will go to the left Let not thy left hand 

know what thy right hand doeth. 1 will remember the years of 

the right hand of the Most High. A wise man hears at his right 

hand. Let my right hand forget her cunning. ^Is there not 

a lie in my rig'ht hand. ^If thy ri^ht hand offend thee, cut it 

otL ^They gave to me and Barnabas the right hand of fellowship. 

Here we find the word hand is not only used for 
the instrument of performing, maintaining, and pos- 
sessing, but that it supplies the place of power, in all 
its different modifications of will, action, and suffer- 
ing. 
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WING. 

As one gatheieth eggs thai are left, have I gatiiered all die eaith ; 

and there was lume tbal moTcd tbe wm^. Ye have seen what I 

have done onto the Egyptians, and how I bore yon on eagles' winff^t 

and brought yon nnto mysdl ^A foil rewaid be given thee of the 

Lord God of Israel, under whose vtn^tthoa ait ccmie to trast. And 
he rode npon a cherub, and did fly: yea, he did fly upon the vittff* 

of the wind. Oh that I had ving'g like a dove ! for then would I 

fly away and be at rest. Hide me under the shadow of thy vin^f, 

If I take the -wing's of the morning, and dwell in the uttennost 

parts of the sea. Riches make themaelves wing's. Wo to the 

land shadowing with -wings ! ^The wind hath bound her up in 

her loings, The sun of righteousness shall arise with healing in 

his -wings. 

The word wing is here used not only as the instru- 
ment of conveying aloft, or away; but as the means 
of sheltering and protecting ; from the two different 
associations which we have with the flight of a bird, 
and the brooding of its young. 

FOOT. 

He will keep the/ee< of his saints, and the wicked shall be silent 

in darkness. ^He maketh my feet like hinds' feet He that is 

ready to slip with \i\afeet, is as a lamp despised in the thought of 

him that is at ease. ^I was eyes to the blind, and/eef was I to 

the lame. He shall subdue the people under us, and the nations 

under our feeU Suffer not our feet to be moved. Vij feet 

were almost gone. Lift up thy feet unto the perpetual desola- 
tions. Her feet go down to death. How beautiful upon the 

mountains are ihefeet of him that bringeth good tidings. Thou 

haat put all things in subjection under hAsfeet* No man lifted up 

his foot in all the land. The flood breaketh out from the inha- 
bitant; even the waters forgotten of the foot ; they are dried up, 
they are gone away from men. 

We see by these passages that^o^ is used in a very 
unlimited sense, as a foundation and a stay, as well as 
a means of establishing, confirming, moving, overcom- 
ing, and destroying. 

Vol. I. 19 
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HEAD. 

Yet within three dmjs shall Pharaoh lift up thine heenl, and shall 

restore thee unto thy place. ^Thou hast kept me to he the head of 

the heathen. ^Tby blood shall be upon thine own head. 

Thou{;h bis excellency mount up into the heavens, and his head 

reach the cloud.4. Mine iniquities are gone ofer mine head, 

Bletiftintcs are upon the Aea</ of the just ^Thou shalt heap coals of 

fire upon bis head. Mine head is filled with dew. Thou hast 

built thy high places at every head of the way. ^Thy dream and 

the viisions of thy fiead upon thy bed. ^For this cause ought the 

woman to have power on her head, because of the angels. 

We find /lead used here as it is in our ordinary lan- 
guage, not only as the chief portion of any whole, 
and the centre from whence our ideas flow ; but as a 
figure it is most frequently made to stand for the 
highest part of man's nature — that which is most ca- 
pable of being exalted or depressed — most calculated 
for receiving honour, as well as suffering degradation. 

MIND. 

And they put him in ward, that the mind of the Lord might be 

shown them. Bring it again to mindf O ye transgressors. 

Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on thee. 

Sitting clothed, and in his right mind. The carnal mind is 

enmity against God. Let every man be fully persuaded in his 

own mind. ^Even their mind and conscience is defiled. Be all 

of one mind, It was in my mind to build an house. To do 

good or bad of mine own mind. ^I know the forwardness of your 

mind. Gird up the loins of your mind. Comfort the feeble- 

minded, A double minded man is unstable in all his ways. 

Here we see that in the language of scripture, pre- 
cisely the same license is used as in that of our poets. 
The word mind represents an ideal centre, from 
whence volitions flow, and relates almost exclusively 
to the understanding, the memory, and will. 

HEART. 

And God saw that every imagination of the thoughts of nuui's 

heart was only evil continually. ^And Jacob's heart faulted, for 

he believed them not. Pharaoh's heart was hardened. Lay up 

these my words in your heart.~~ — ^My brethren that went up with 
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me made the heart of the people melt. ^For the divisioiis of 

Reuben there were great searchings of heart, And it was so, 

that when he had turned his back to go from Samuel, God gave him 
another Aear^. David's heart smote him. His heart died with- 
in him. And God gave Solomon wisdom and understanding ex- 
ceeding much, and largeness of heart, even as the sand that is on 

the sea shore. His wives turned away his heart, 1 caused the 

widow's heart to sing for joy. A broken and contrite heart, O 

God, thou wilt not despise. By sorrow of heart is the spirit 

broken. 1 am j;)ained at my very heart, 1 weep for thee with 

, bitterness of heart, Out of the heart proceed evil thoughts. 

Where your treasure is, there will your heart be also. Did not 

our heart burn within us, while he talked by the way. Love the 

Lord thy God with all thy heart. 

The difference between heart and mind is here ap- 
parent. Heart comprehends the understanding and 
the affections, but has nothing to do with either me- 
mory or will, except as the affections may be consi- 
dered as the moving cause of impressions upon the 
memory, and operations upon the will ; while mind 
confined to the sphere of the intellects has nothing to 
do with the affections. 

SOUL. 

And man became a living soul, Set your soul to seek the 

Lord. The law of the Lord is perfect, converting the soul, He 

satisfieth the longing soul, and fiUeth the hungry soul with good- 
ness. Pear not them which kill the body, but are not able to kill 

the soul : but rather fear him which is able to destroy both soul and 

body in hell. He hath poured out his soul imto death. My 

soul is weary of my life. Unto thee, O Lord, do I lift up my 

soul, We were willing to have imparted unto you, not the gospel 

of God only, but also our own souls, because ye were dear unto us. 

In patience possess ye your souls, He that winneth souls is 

wise. Thou fool, this night shall thy soulhe required of thee* 

Take heed to thyself, and keep thy soul dilgently, lest thou forget 

the things which thine eyes have seen. Why art thou cast down, 

O my soul, and why art thou disquieted within me? As the 

hart panteth after the water brooks, so panteth my soul after thee, 

God ! My soul shall be joyful in the Lord. Save me, O 

God, for the waters are come in unto my soul, Unless the Lord 

had been my help, my soul had almost dwelt in silence. My soul 

fiiintetb for thy salvation. My soul is even as a weaned child. 

1 diall g^ softly all my years in the bitterness of my soul, The 

Lord is my portion, saith my soul, ^My soul doth magnify the 

Lord. 
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We now find that every attribute both of the mifid 
and the heart are comprehended in the meaning of the 
word sauL Not only is the soul capable of willing, 
acting, and sufiering but also of loving ; and when we 
.pursue the idea of love through all its gradations, 
down to simple preference, we shall have traversed a 
region comprising every impulse by which our nature 
is capable of being influenced. But in addition to the 
most extensive signification of mind and heart, soul 
obtains a character more dignified and profound, from 
being associated with the principle of life — with man's 
moral responsibility — ^and with eternity. 

In examining these few words we are struck with 
the idea, of how much they would lose in beauty and 
interest by being confined to their literal and absolute 
signification ; and just in the same proportion would 
our intellectual attainments and pursuits be robbed of 
their ornament and charm, by being separated from 
the poetry of life. 
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